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PREFACE. 


TT  is  not  presumed  that  a//  the  wheat  from  the  great  harvest  of  song 
has  been  gathered  into  this  little  garner. 
We  simply  claim  that  no  chaff  is  here. 

In  compiling  "Winnowed  Hymns"  we  have  yielded  to  a  long 
cherished  desire  to  collect  our  favorites  from  many  books  into  one. 

Our  object  has  been  to  select  such  hymns  as  will  be  found  intensely 
devotional,  therefore  we  do  not  hesitate  to  say  that  "Winnowed 
Hymns"  will  prove  one  of  the  most  valuable  works  ever  issued  for 
Camp  Meetings,  Praise  and  Social  Meetings. 

We  confess  to  a  great  desire  that  our  little  book  should  be  exten- 
sively used  at  the  Family  Altar.  Holy  song  should  always  constitute 
part  of  our  worship  there.  No  pressure  of  business,  no  household 
cares  should  ever  cause  the  omission  of  a  song  of  praise  to  Him  "who 
maketh  for  us  the  out-going  of  the  morning  and  evening  to  rejoice." 

We  have  endeavored  to  make  "  Winnowed  Hymns"  in  every  re- 
spect what  its  title  would  convey — a  compilation  of  the  best  selections 
from  the  extensive  copyrights  of  the  Publishers  and  others,  embracing 
the  never-to-be-forgotten  songs  of  Wm.  B.  Bradbury,  I.  B.  Woodbury, 
Rev.  R.  LowRV,  W.  H.  Do.a.ne,  S.  J.  Vail,  Hubert  P.  Main,  W.m.  G. 
Fischer,  Asa  Hull,  Rev.  L.  Hartsough,  &c.,  &€. 

We  desire  to  make  special  acknowledgement  of  kind  services  and 
valuable  suggestions  rendered  to  us  by  Rev.  W.  McDonald,  Mr. 
John  C.  MioDLEroN  and  others,  and  for  the  deep  interest  taken  by 
them  in  the  success  of  this  work. 

C.  C.  McCABE, 

D.  T.  MACFARL.AN, 


MMSQWSa  mJ'MMS. 


I  need  Thee  every  hour. 


Mrs.  ANNIE  S.  HAWKS. 


Rev.  ROBERT  LOWRY. 
From  "Royal  Diadem."  by  per. 

N 


1.  I  need  lliee  eveiv  liour,  j\[(>st  jrra-  cioiis  Lord  ;  No  louder  voice  like 

2.  I  nee<i  lliee  every  liour;  St;iy  liiou  near    l)y  ;  Teiiiplalidiis  lose  tlieir 

3.  I  need  thee  every  liour.   In    joy        or   pniii ;  Come  quicl<iv  and  a - 

4.  I  need  tlice  every  liour;  Teacii  nie   tliy    will ;  And  tliy  rieli  proniis- 

5.  I  need  lliee  every  hour,  i\Iost  Ho  -  ly  One  ;  Oli,  make  me  thine  in  - 


thine  Can  peace  af   -  Cord.     I  need  thee,  oh!  I  need  thee  ;  Every  hour  I 
pow'r  When  thou  art  ni;:h. 
bide,    Or      life      is      vain. 
cs         In       me      t'll  -  fill, 
deed,  Thou  iiless-  ed     Son. 

^V  •*—     4— ,.*-^—     4—     +—    -I .*.  •  .^  4_  .^ 


m^Mmmi 


need  thee  ;  O     blet^s  nie  now,  my  Sav  -  iour  !    I       come      to      thee. 
-#-      -0- 

,=F- 


Safe  in  the  Arms  of  Jesus. 


FANNY  J.  CROSBY,  X863. 


W.  H    DOANE. 
From  "Songs  of  Devotion,"  by  per. 

s  .  ^     s_ 


1.  Safe     in    the  arind  of 

2.  Safe     in    the  arms  of 

3.  Je  -  sus,  my  heart's  d 
Cho. — Safe    in    the   arms  of 

^        ■*■     *■  .  #_^ »  -, 

Je  -  sus, 

Je  -  sus, 

ear  re-fuge, 

Je  -  sus. 

~« 0~  .  -0 # #— 

1 

Safe  on  his   gentle 
Safe  from  corroding 
Je  -  sus  has  died  for 
Safe  on    Ids  gen  -  tie 

3reast, 
care, 
me  : 
breast, 

JSL' 

^ — 4 — / — > 1 

-           ■ 

_ ^ ^ 1 . 

—. ^ > #— 

^M* 

r;t. 

— V 


End. 


i] 


There  by    his  love  o'er-shad  -  ed.  Sweetly     my  soul  shall  rest. 
Safe  from  the  world's  temptations.  Sin    cannot  harm  me    there. 
Firm  on    the  Eock  of    A    -  ges     Ev  -  er     my  trust  shall  be. 
There  by     his  love  o'er-shad  -ed,   Sweet -ly    my  soul   shall  rest. 


Hark,"tis  the  voice  of      an  -  gels.  Borne  in    a  song  to      me. 
Free  from  the  blight  of  sor  -  row.   Free  from  my  doubts  and  fears 
Here    let    me  wait  with  patience,  Wait  till  the  night  is      oer  ; 


)■' 


^^m 


D.  c.  cnonx^s. 


I 


the  fields  of  glo  -  ry, 
a  few  more  tri  -  als, 
I     see  the    morning 


0  -  ver  thejas-]ier     seu. 
On  -ly      a    few  more  tears! 
Break"  on  the  golden     shore. 


=ii?J 


Pass  me  l^ol.    w.H.i...Ai;E.  o 

FANNY  CROSBY.    1868.  From  '■  Soiigs  of  Devotion,''  by  per. 


-— ji* 


^' 


^ 


-<5^T- 


1.  Pas^  me  nut,    O  ^eii- tie  Siiviour,  Hear  iiir  humble  cry ;  Wliile    on 

2.  1/et     uie  lit       a  throne  of  lueicv  Find   a  sweet  re-lit'f ;    Kneel -iug 


-0--- 


^ — 5^-t^ 


W:=?^ 


-s^-^ 


W 


oili  -  ers  tliou  art  sir.il  -iug,  Do    i^nt  p:iss  nie  by. 
therein  deep  con- tri- tion, Help  my  uu -be-lief. 


Saviour,  Saviour, 


5*-^?^ 


i-l 


^e^g 


fc^r 


*t7-i:± 


■•■■♦■  •  •  li^  »     .,5^. 


liearuiy  liuiuble  cry,  Wliile  on  others  Tbou  art  calling,  Do  not  pass  ine  by. 


Trusting  only  in  thy  merit. 
Would  I  seek  thy  face  ; 

Heal  my  wonutlecl,  broken  spirit, 
Save  me  by  thy  grace. 
Cho. — Saviour,  Saviour,  <Sko. 


Thon,the  spring  of  all  my  comfort, 

More  than  life  to  me  ; 
Whom  have  I  on  earth  b^ide  thee? 

Whom  in  heaven  but  thee  ? 
Cho. — Saviour,  Saviour,  &c. 


I  Love  to  tell  the  Story. 


KATE  HANKEY. 


\Vm.  a.  FISCHER,  by  per. 


-••-#■••--#■-♦■  vl*     -#• 


1.  I    love   to  tell  the     sto  -  ry    Of  iiii-seeii  tilings u-liove,  Of  Je-sus 

2.  I    love  to  tell  the     sto  -  rv  ;  More  woiiileiful    it  seems  Than  all  tbe 


iB::-d?jj44:z:i^^-^-^- 


f^ 


-•-r»-*-# — 0- 


V=F^'- 


-^--p- 


Pl'^ 


i 


W' 


itt 


ami  his  glo-fv,      Of      Je  -  sus   ami  his  love,        I    love    to    tell  the 
golden  fancies       (^f       all     our   gold-en  dieanis.    I    love    to    tell  the 


^i^ 


A=s: 


I     I 

_LJ L 


:p=p: 


:iii^ 


\j  I 


'JZL 


-« — ,- 


■* -*-  W^  .—•-(>-.  Hi|l--i ^  -^ —  *' — 


Sto  -  IT    Because     I  know 'tis     true:     It    sat  -  is  Ties  my  longings  As 
sti>-ry      It   did      so  much  for      me!  And  that   is  just  the  rea- son     I 


§1*1 


m 


|=e: 


¥=^ 


^ 


glo  -  ry,       To  tell     the   old,  old  sto  -  ry,      Of  Je  -  sus  and   his  love. 


T^  ■" — ; — ' — >' — I — »" 


^^ 


~0 — <? #-ri 


3L7 
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More  Love  to  Thee,  0  Christ. 


Words  by  Mrs.  E.  PRENTISS., 


W.  H.  DOANE. 
From"  Songs  of  Devotion,"  by  per. 


1  .jMore  love  to  Thee,0  Christ !  More  love  to  Thee;  Hear  Thou  the  pray'r  I  make 

2.  Once  earthly  joy  I  craved. Sought  peace  and  rest;  Now  Thee  alone  I  seek, 

3.  Let  sorrow  do  its  work, Seud  grief  and  pain  ;  Sweet  are  Thy  messeugeri, 

I        1      ^       ^ 

iSi — 0- 


f    P 


•^z- 


Vr- 


•'^ 


P    w    p 


t=fe^ 


itiis: 


On  bended  knee  ;  This  i.s  my  earnest  plea, More  love,  O  Christ,  to  Tliee, 
Give  what  is  liest:  Tliis  all  luy  prayr  shall  he,  More  love,  O  Christ,  &c. 
Sweet  their  refrain. Wlien  they  can  sing  u  iili  lue.  More  love,  O  Christ, tfcc. 


-m=s=p 


:2'  £  ^  ■*■ 

i5?^— # — 0-f*»- 


±Vl 


pr^ l-S' W »-r 


-P—P^ 


-^-■^- 


m 


]\Iore  love  to  Thee  !  More  love  to  Thee  ! 
^^   ^     ^    -i9-' 


4  Thc'Ti  sliall  my  latest  hreath 

^^'hisper  Thy  praise  ; 
This  he  the  parting  cry 

My  heart  shall  raise  ; 
This  still  its  praver  shall  be  : 
More  love.  O  Christ,  to  Thee  ! 

More  love  to  Thee  ! 

More  love  to  Thee  I 


Tune,  "I  Love  to  Tell  the  Story,"  page  6. 


3  I  love  to  tell  the  story  ; 

'Tis  pleasant  to  repeat 
What  seems,  each  time  I  tell  it, 

More  wonderfully  sweet. 
I  love  to  tell  the  story  ; 

For  some  have  never  heard 
The  message  of  salvation 

From  God'ii  own  holy  word.    <?,io. 


4  I  love  to  tell  the  story  ; 

For  those  who  know  it  best 
Seem  hungering  and  thirsting 

To  hear  it  like  the  rest. 
And  when,  in  scenes  of  glory, 

I  sine;  the  new,  new  song, 
"Twill  be — the  old,  old  story 

That  I  have  loved  so  long.     C/to. 
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The  Precious  Kame. 


Mrs.  LYDIA  BAXTER, 


W.  H.  DOANE. 
rrom  '■  Pure  Gold,"  by  per. 


W- 


—« — #---J '-r^ 

■0-    -0-  •    -#■•  * 


1.  Tuke  tlie  name  of  Je-siis  with  you,  Cliilil  of  sorrow  and  of    woe — 
~.  Tuke  the  name  of  Je-sus     ev  -    er,     As     a  shield  from  everj' snare; 


-»-•-# — •---• 


\y\7t^: — \"~^ — ' — ' — ^"t 


,_j — q — «-i-« — Sr-— H '^. ^ ' ' — 'r'-m — <^t-^ — B 


It  will  joy  and  comfort  give  yon.  Take  it  then  where'er  you    go. 
If  temptations 'round  you  gather,  Hreathc  iliat  holy  name  in  pray'r 


^ 


"i^^ 


5nS: 


_^^... 


5iiZ5C=j/_jj(_ii3?; 


is; 


^: 


Precious  name, 


O  l]o\v  sweet! 


Hope  of  earth  aiid  joy  of 


>    N 


SzPizt 


— y— y-^ 

Precious  name, 


atzizi^ 


O  how  sweet! 


lieaven.  Precious  name,        0  liow  sweet — Hope  of  eartii  aiulJoy  of  )ieav"n. 


-g.. 


N  N 


s   s 


^'^^^=:e?= 


-«-«-• 0 0—r0 


0-0-0 


-K^=^- 


t=4: 


'5>i 


Precious  name,  0  how  sweet,  liow  sweet, 

.3  Oil  '.  the  precious  name  of  .lesiis  ;  1  4  At  the  name  of  Jesus  bowing, 

How  it  thrills  our  souls  with  joy,  KaHinj:  prostrate  at  His  feet. 

When  His  loving  arms  receive  us,  Kins;  of  kings  in  heav'n  we'll  crown  Hira, 

AudHissongsourtonguesemploy  1  ChoA      VVLen  our  journey  is  complete.    Cho. 


'   Safe  within  the  Vail. 


Rev.  E,  ADAMS. 


Arr.  from  J.  M.  EVAI^S. 


NJ 


0--  g — 0 — a- 


i^t± 


di 


•-i-#- 


-«-#- 


-^-1 


1.  "Ijaiid  a  -  lieail !''  its  fniits  are  ■vraviiiir     O'er    tlie    liills      of    faileless 

2.  Oinvaiil,  hark  !  the  cape  I'lu  rouiidiiicr ;  See  Ihe     lik'ss  -  ed  wave  their 


^•-*.   Jt.    ^      4L 


^•_^_^ 


My   p   0- 


^-* 


greni  ;  Ami  the  liv  iii^  «"a(prs  laving  Shores  «  liere  heav'iily  fm  ins  are  seen, 
nids  ;  Hear  the  liarp.s  nf  God  resuundiug  From  the  liri<;lit  inimortid  han  ' 

.u ^ I—    v*^    m        ~         m        n     •  _!  mm::  \  m»S 


:=F. 


CHOKUS. 

ii  J S 


Uocks  ai.d  storiiis  I'll  fear  no  move, When  on  that   e  -  ter  nal  shore;  Drop  the 


an  -  clior !  Furl    ihe    sail!         I      am       safe      \\ithin      the       vail! 


^• 


1 


A^^<L 


i] 


-b^ 


-»— H»- 


3. 

There,  "let  go  the  anchor,"  riding 
On  this  calm  and  silv'ry  bay  ; 

Sea-warci  fast  the  tide  is  gliding, 
Shoves  in  sunlight  stretch  away. 
Cho. 


4. 


Now  we're  safe  from  all  temptation, 
All  the  storms  of  life  are  past ; 

Praise  the  Kock  of  our  salvation. 
We  are  safe  at  home  at  last !—  Cho, 
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At  the  Cross  there's  Room. 


FA.NNY  J.  CROSBY,  1871. 


Rev.  R    L0V7RY. 
From  ''Royal  Diadem."  by  per. 


— I ' \--^ — »-A 


'ms^ 


22: 


1.   Mournei",  whereso-e'er  thou  art.    At  the  cross  there's  rooin:  Tell  the  bunion 


^^-r^- 


1 2z^:  ^  4=^1|       A 


of  thy  heart ;  At  the  cross  there's  roomy  Tell  it  in  thy  Saviour's  ear,   Cast  a  ■ 


5^^- 


-^--V^ 


JZ^ 


— r^ 


1= 


i-r 


-<2^- 


■a  -'-€>- i 


-^=i 


■*5=-^ 


^ 


way  thine  every  fear,   Only  speak,  an  1  He  will  hear  ;  At  the  cross  there's  room. 


2  Haste  thee,  wanderer,  tarry  not ; 
At  the  cross  there  s  room ; 

Seek  that  cou.secrated  spot ; 

At  the  cross  there's  room  ; 
Heavy  laden,  .sore  oppressed, 
Love  can  soothe  thy  troubled  breast 
In  the  Saviour  find  thy  rest ; 

At  the  cross  there's  room  ! 

3  Thoughtless  sinner,  come  to-day 
At  the  C7-0SS  there's  room ; 

Hark  '  the  Bride  and  Spirit  saj% 
At  the  cross  there's  room; 


Now  a  living  fountain  see, 
(Jpened  there  for  you  and  me, 
llich  and  poor,  for  bond  and  free  ; 
At  the  cross  there's  room  ! 

■i  Blessed  thought !  for  every  one 
At  the  cross  there's  room ; 

Love's  atoning  work  is  done  ; 
At  the  cross  there's  room  ; 

Streams  of  boundless  mercy  floW; 

Free  to  all  who'  thither  go  ; 

0  that  all  the  world  might  know, 
At  the  cross  there's  room  ! 


The  Gate  Ajar  for  Me. 


n 


Mrs.  LYDIA  BAXTER. 


S.  J.  VAIL.   "From  Sinking  Annual,' 
By  per.  of  PHILIP  PHILLIPS. 


ij-f^ 


mzti 


-*■  ^'^ 


l.Tlioreis     a  gntc  rlint  st:iiiil.-i  n  -  j:ir.   Ami.  tl:ro'   it-;  iidi- ■  tals  "le:i 


iiiunic, 


A      radiance  friPiii  the   Cros.s    a  -  far     Tlie  Saviour'.';  love     re  -  ve.'il  -  in 

-^ rt- 


-^-^ 


^-H«- 


r^— 


^ 


u 


¥ 


jM-*- 


^ 


OL,  (leptli    of  nier  -  cv !    can      it     he     That  uate  washft  a  -  jar  for  ine? 


:?=!*: 


for  me  ? 


2  That  gate  ajar  stands  free  for  all 

Who  seek  through  it  salvation  ; 
The  rich  and  poor,  the  great  and  small, 
Of  every  tribe  and  nation.     Befr. 

3  Press  onward,  then,  though  foes  may  frown, 

While  mercy's  gate  is  open. 
Accept  the  cross,  and  Man  the  crown, 
Love's  everlasting  token.     liefr. 

4  Beyond  the  river's  brink  we'll  lay 

The  Cross  that  here  is  given. 
And  bear  the  Crown  of  life  away, 

And  love  Him  more  in  heaven.     Ref)\ 
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The  Valley  of  Blessing. 


Words  by  ANNIE  WITTENMYER. 


Music  by  WM.  G.  FISCHER. 


-3 -,0-0 


' — I — 0-  7.5 — i — K-^-  » ,  ^ — t- 


*.'j^t.^  ^^   .#. 


-•-^--•i 


«.«-« 


M^ 


II  have  entered  the  valley  of  blesshig  so  sweet, 
And  Jesus  abides  with  ine  there  ; 
And  his  spirit  and  blood  make  my  cleansing  completo, 
And  his  perfect  love  casteth  out  fear. 

Chorus. 

0,  come  to  this  valley  of  blessing  so  sweet, 
Where  Jesus  will  fullness  bestow — 

Oh  believe,  and  receive,  and  confess  him, 
Tliat  all  his  salvation  may  know. 

2  There  is  peace  in  the  vallev  of  blessing  so  sweet, 

And  plenty  the  land  dolli  impart; 
And  there's  "rest  for  the  wearv  worn  traveler's  feet. 
And  joy  for  the  sorrowing  Iieart.  Choru». 

3  There  is  love  in  the  valley  of  blessing  so  sweet. 

Such  as  none  but  the  biood-washed  may  feel ; 
When  heaven  comes  down  redeemed  spirits  to  greet. 
And  Christ  sets  his  covenant  seal.  Chorus. 

4  There's  a  song  in  the  valley  of  blessing  so  sweet, 

That  angels  would  fain  join  the  strain — 
As,  with  rapturous  praises,  we  bow  at  his  feet, 
Crying,  '•  Worthy  the  Lamb  that  was  slain  '  "  Chonu, 


Alas!  and  did  my  Saviour  tleed?     13 


ISAAC  WATTS,  1709, 


m^ 


Je  -  bus   died  tor       you ai]<l     Je  -  sus  difd  for       i 


r 


i^iizt 


*—*—*— 11 


for  voii, 


tui'  me 


2  Was  it  for  crimes  that  I  liave  done 
He  groaned  upon  the  tree  ? 
Amazhig  pity  '.  grace  unknown  ! 
And  love  beyond  degree  !     Chorus. 

8  Well  might  the  sun  in  darkness  hidoj 
And  shut  Ills  glories  in, 
When  Christ,  the  mighty  maker,  died. 
For  man,  the  creature's  sin.     Vhorun. 

4  Thus  might  I  hide  my  blushing  face 
While  his  dear  cross  appears; 
Dissolve  ray  heart  in  thankfulness, 
And  melt  mine  eyes  to  tears.     Choriis. 

B  But  drops  of  grief  can  ne'er  repay 
The  debt  of  love  I  owe: 
Here,  Lord,  I  give  myself  away,— 
'Tis  all  that  I  can  do.     Chorus. 
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The  Rifted  Hock. 


L.  r.  H. 


Rev.  R.  LOWRY. 
From  ''Pure  Gold,"  by  per. 


1.     In      the   Kifted  Rock  I'm    restinj,',  Sure  and  safe  from  all     a-larm; 


3!^t^ 


5^=^ 


^       fc^- 


"•^ 


^ 


r- 


••-i — \ — ^— r — ^-| — P — P — ^>h  -^— i — P — ^ — k4- 


Storms  and    bil  -  Ihws  have  u  -  nit-ed,     All      iu  vain,   to     do    me  liarn; ; 


mmm^ 


^-^*n^: 


In      the     Kift-ed  liock  I'm    resting.    Surf    is     dasli-injr   at      my   feet, 
Cno.  In      the     Itifi-ed  liock  I'm    resting,    Sure  and   safe  from  all       a-larm; 


D.  s.  for  Chorus, 


Storm  clouds  dark  are  o'erme  hovering.  Yet    mj'   rest     is   all   complete. 
Storms  and     billows  have  u-nit-eil.     All     in   vain,    to    do      me   harm. 


2  Mauy  a  stormy  sea  I've  travei-.setl. 

Many  a  tempest-shock  have  known 

Have  been  driven,  without  anchor. 

On  the  barren  shores,  and  lone. 


Yet  I  now  have  found  a  haven, 
Never  moved  by  tempest-shock. 

Where  my  soul  is  safe  forever, 
Iu  the  blessed  Rifted  Rock.     0/»o. 


Welcome  to  Glory. 


Words  by  Mrs.  P.  PALMER. 


Mrs.  J.  F.  KNAPP,  by  per. 


\        Cwlifii  shull  I  sweeptbio  tlie  fjates  I 'I'lie  scenes  of  inoital   -  i  -  ty  (i"er, 
I  Wiiat  llieii  I'or    my  sjiii'-  ii      a-«iiits?  Will  tliey  sii.'g  on  the  gloiifieil  sliinc" 


Weh'Diiic  lioii'e! 


Wi-l('<iii:elmliR- 


» — • — 0 — » — m-'-»-l 

r    ^    u'    I — g^— i^H 


i 


->r 


^ 


-^-J^ 


^ .- 


SJ: 


3l] 


^\'eic•llnell^>llle !       welcome  lioine !  .A    welcome  for    wic  ! 

— "5'"S~S 1 — j 1 — i — ! — r' —  ' 


-j/L-^- 


^-•:5r^-^ 


W  elcomelioiiie  !       welcome  home!      welcome  home 


vi» 


2  When  from  Calvary's  mount  I  rise, 
And  pass  throuir'li  the  portals  above, 
Will  shouts.  Welcome  home  to  the  skies  1 
Ecsouiid  through  the  reg-ious  of  love? 
^\'clcome  home !  etc. 

8  Yes  1  loved  ones  who  knew  nic  helow, 

VVho  learned  the  new  song  with  me  here, 
In  chorus  will  Jiail  nie,  I  know, 
And  welcome  me  home  vv'ith  good  cheer! 
Welcome  home !  etc, 

4  The  beautiful  gates  will  unfold, 

The  home  of  the  blood-washed  I'll  see; 
The  city  of  saints  I'll  behold  ! 
For,  O  !  there's  a  welcome  for  me! 
Welcome  home !  etc. 


6  A  sniner  made  whiter  than  snow, 
I'll  join  in  the  mighty  acclaim. 
And  shout  througli  the' gates  as  I  go, 
Salvation  to  God  and  the  Lamb  1 
Welcome  home  1  etc. 
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The  Sweet  By-and-By. 


Words  by  S.  F    BENNET. 


=^ 


£ 


^v^ 


-it-^ 


-4=ir- 


J.  p.  WEBSTEH.  * 

1st  time 


-*-'--r"^ 


-#-. 


Tliere's  a  land  tliat  is  fair  -  er  than  day,     And  1)\'     failh    we     can  see 
For    the  Fa  -  tiier  waits  o -ver  the  way,     (omit 

.  -0-  f-     4^  ^ 


^ 


■0—i — i— 


I  2(1  time 


Siv; 


iS; 


^tttss 


pre  -  pare     us 

I 


a    dw  ell  -  in: 


-9 — —KT' 
place  there 


i 


r±= 


-\r- 


i 


l^i 


Ml 


b-^z 


111      the  sweet 


hy     and  liy, 


P 


'^=^ 


M'e  >hall  meet  on  that 


-O — 0 — 0 ^ 

111  the  sweet 


-* — * — » — »- 


-P      y>     \- 
hy  and  hy, 


zazL: 


i 


^ 


■^-zN 


:2z=t 


T^T 


'5'-.- 


±- 


7=£ 


prt; 


ocau  -  li-fiil  shore.  In     the  sweet 


^ 


by     aud     by, 


III      the 


.ifci 


^4^ 


mi 


—3 — *- 

We   shall  meet     on    thnt    lieaii  -    ti  -  fill  shore. 

ZS~ 


kve'Jt  liy   and      by, 

*  By  permission  of  Oliver  Ditson  &  Co. 


—it- 


Glory  to  the  Lamti. 
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Rev.  B.  W.  GORHAM,  Arr. 

N 


1.  Ttie  WDilil   is       o  -    ver-coitie     nv      the  lilnoil      of     tlie     Lamli. 

2.  My    sins     are  washed  a  •  \>ay,     In      the   blood      of     the     Lainli. 


"^^ 


fct 


— 0 — • — »-  •  -•-^ 


Ghiry    to   the  Lamb!      (rlniy   to  the    Lamh!     Glory  to   the  Lamb  I 


§1 


^ 


r f rl : — ^_— t—   .-. , -j^ — ---^-- 

f — 0 — 0  \\ — —^\0~  i»-« — — }»'•-. 


3  I've  washed  my  garments  wliite.  ,  5  The  martyrs  overcame 

In  the  blood  of  the  Lamb.  By  the  blood  of  the  Lamb. 

Glory  to  the  Lamb,  etc.  j  Glory  to  the  Lamb,  etc. 

4  I've  lost  the  fear  of  death  j  G  I  soon  shall  gain  the  skies. 
Through  the  blood  of  the  Lamb  j      Through  the  blood  of  the  Lamb. 

Glory  to  the  Lauib,  etc,  '  Glory  to  the  Lamb,  etc. 


Tune,  "Ik  the  Swebt  liY  and  Br,"  page  16. 


We  shall  sing  on  that  beautiful  shore 

The  melodious  songs  of  the  blest. 

And  our  spirits  shall     sorrow    no 

more. 

Not  a  sigh  for  the  blessing  of  rest. 

In  the  sweet,  etc. 

3. 
To  our  bountiful  Father  above. 

We  will  ofter  the  tribute  of  praise, 
For  the  glorious  gift  of  his  love, 
And  the  blessings  that  hallow  our 
days ! 

In  the  sweet,  etc. 


Wo  shall  rest  on  that  beautiful  shore. 
In  the  joys  of  the  sav'd  we  shall  share ; 
Ml  our  pilgrimage-toil  will  be  o'er, 
Aiid  the  conquer<ii  rs  crown  we  shall 
wear.     In  the  sweet,  etc. 


We  shall  meet,  we   shall   sing,  we 
shall  reign 
In  the  land  where  the  saved  never 
die  ! 
We  shall  rest  free  from  sorrow  and 
I^ain, 
Safe  at  home  in  the  sweet  by-aiid 
by.     In  the  sweet,  etc. 
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I'm  Kneeling  at  the  Cross. 


Words  by  Rev.  J.  PARKER. 


Music  by  S.  J.  VAIL. 


I.  Tlie  blood,  tliel>liii)(l  i<  ail  my  plfu,  Noisliouli  a    sinner  wniuier,  For 


■^ — ■,- ^ — g-  j-^- — H-'- — I d—r^.- — ^ — N — n — 1 

0-,-a ^-*'—0 — 0 #—•-#-• «- — J  -*-}     #  .-J 

:nil  -  ly    stain  ami    stinging'  i)aiM  Hatli  torn  iiiv  In-an  a  -  sun-der! 


m^. 


'  -V — V- 


£E?n3 


l?ut  now  I'm  kneeling  at    llie         cross.  WiLsliimr  in  llie  ciinison  tide,  Ami 

>     N     N     N 
-^-•-'—»—0^nr*-T-^^-^0—0—0—0—i—^^-'-^- 


■if    J    ^ 

-a — N — v-  A — Si-  —' 


>_>_J-^^_ 


ztr^ 


^^^ 


'>  I, 

cleansed,  I     tar  •  ry    at   tlif    fountain.     Opene  1  at    my  baviour  s    side. 


2  I  rest,  I  rest  siipreineh'  blesl, 
Witiu)uc  a  onre  to  canker: 
No  gloomy  nisjlit,  my  piitli  is  lislit, 
My  hope  holds  like  an  nnclior. 
And  still  I'm  kneeliiio;.  etc. 


1/     i/     /     1/     I 


3  My  cup,  my  ctip  it  ninuetb  o'er, 
With  j(>y  celestial  brimmiii<r: 
On  wings  of  love  I  soar  above, 
His  hallelujahs  hymning. 
And  siill  I'm  kneeliiij:,  etc 


4  The  blood,  the  blood  is  all  my  song, 
T  have  no  bliss  without  it; 
From  every  stain  it  makes  me  clean, 
My  lil'e  and  lip  shall  shont  it. 

And  siill  I'm  kneeling,  etc. 


The  Cleansing'  Ware. 
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Mrs.  PHCEBE  PALMEE. 


Mrs.  JOS.  F.  KNAPP,  by  per. 


§!-s^ 


1.  oik,     now   I    see     the     crimson  wave,  The  fmiiitaiii  deep  ami  wide  ; 

2.  I         .  see  the  new  cie  -  a  -    tion  rise,     1     hear  the  speaking  IiKkkI 


t^Az 


P—»—^- 


€r-t 


^ 


^        ■*        ••^        ^  '  i 

Je  •  sr.s,  tiiv  Lord,  mighty       to      save,  Points  to  His  wounded     side. 
It   speak.s  '.  polUi  -  ted     na  -  ture  dies!  Sinks!  'neatli  ihe  cleansing fiood. 

* * *-         ^        r-0 0  »        I      » Y0 ^        P » ,-^  -| 

'^1  — i^Si « « « \ '-      ^ ' i • • \.a j 


^^1 


^)/—V- 


v—^ 


\.\L-- 


^^i^iO^l 


The  cleansing  stream,  I  see.  I  see  !     I  plunge,  and  oh,     it  cleanseth  me  I 

'^    >   J     *     p   --  ^    *  :^  * 


— 9-^—\ f 


-^—4 


9-s^ 


:i*fc: 


3  I  rise  to  walk  in  heaven's  own  light, 
Above  the  world  and  .sin, 

With  heart  made  pure,aud  garments 
white. 
And  Christ  euthron'd  within.    Cho. 


le  !  It  clean 


Oh,  praise  the  Lord,  it  cleanseth  me  !  It  clean.<elh  me,  ^  es,  cleanseth  me! 

^  ^  I   ^ 
•—0—0 — h- 


4  Amazing  grace  !    "tis  heaven  be- 
low 

To  feel  the  blood  applied  ; 
And  Jesu.s,  only  Jesns  know, 

Mj'  Jesus  crucified.     Cho. 
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The  Cleansing  Fountain. 


COWPER,  1779. 


Old  Melod7. 


i 


1. 'J'liere  is       a    fountain  fill'il  with  blood. Drawn  from  Inimanuel's  vtius  ; 


^-*- 


# — »-•-»- 


:^i_^_^_ 


-!»—»- 


i--4-#  J^-*  -  •  -* — 0- 


z^: 


SSeeS 


3:^ 


(5?-5- 


And  sinners  plan;,''(l  benuatli  tlint  tiood.  Lose  nil  tlieir  iruilt  -  y     stains. 


Lose     all       tlioir   guilty        stains,     Lose    all       tlieir  guilt  -  y     stains, 


m= 


t: 


-F^-^ 


■2^zi 


/        I  ytm 


i 


:^:=5: 


:S!E^ 


<5^i ' 


And  sinners  pliingM  lieneatli  tliat  flood,  Lose   all  tlieir  guilt  -  y     stains. 


^: 


^—ft 


I^ 


SE 


1 


2  The  living  thief  rejoiced  to  see 
Tliat  fountain  in  his  dny  ; 

And  there  may  I,  though  vile  as  he. 
Wash  all  my  sins  away. 

Clio.    Wash  all,  etc. 

3  Thou  dying  lamb  I  thy  precious  hlood 
Shall  t.ever  lose  its  power. 

Till  all  the  ran.som'd  Church  of  God 
Are  saved  to  sin  no  nmre. 

Clio.    Are  saved,  etc. 


4  E'er  since  hy  faith  I  saw  the  stream 

Thy  flowing  wounds  supply. 
Rodeemiiiir  love  has  been  mv  theme, 

And  shall  he  till  I  die. 

Cho     And  shall,  etc. 
f)  Then  in  a  nobler,  sweeter  song, 

I'll  sing  thy  power  to  save. 
When  this  poor  lisping  staniin'ring  tongue 

Lies  silent  in  the  grave. 

Cho,    Lies  silent,  etc 


Secret  Prayer. 
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FANNY  C ROSE  ST. 


W.  H.  DOANE. 
From  "  Royal  Diadem,"  by  per. 


1    Tliere  is  an  liouiof  lmIiti  relief  Froii,  c-verv  tlirobliiniicare,  'I  is  when,  bcfure  a 

r.      .     r  .  2:  2:  £  -  - ^  .. .    r, 


throne  of  jirace,  Ilciieel  in  secret  prayer.       O  that  voice to   me   so 


hear,  love  to  hear 


Breulhiiig-  i^oft  on   n,j'     our,  on  my  ear. 


M^^ 


•^•i?-- 


cliild, hiok  M|i  and  ?ee  ; 

-#•   -0- 


Tis  th\'  Snviour  speal-;*  to  tliee. 

.••-  ■•■.  ^ 


-^- 


Weary  child, look  up  and  see,  look  and  see. 


2  When  one  by  cue,  like  threads  of 
gold, 
The  hues  of  twilight  fall, 
O  sweet  communion  with  my  God, 
My  Saviour  and  my  all ! 

8  1  hear  seraphic  tones  that  float 
Amid  celestial  air, 


And  bathe  my  soul  in  streams  of  joy, 
Alone  in  secret  prayer, 

4  0  when  the  hour  of  death  snail  comb, 
How  sweet  from  thence  to  rise, 
With    prayer    on    earth    my    latest 
breath, 
My  watchw«rd  to  the  skies. 


22      How  Can  I  keep  from  Singing  ? 


F.  J".  HARTLEY. 


Rev.  R.  LOWRY. 
From  "  Bright  Jewels,"  by  per. 


-± 


m^± 


^ 


^—^ 


-^-;-«-4-«i- 
*     ' 


-(G^ 


%=^-^ 


:&• 


^-^ 


I  I 

1.    My  lifeflowson      in     endless  song;    Above  eartli's  lam- en  -  ta-tion, 


"sm 


:p=sz^z^- 


WiiW—^- 


iSf-'-^- 


I   catcl]  the  sweet,  tho'  far  -  off  hymn  That  h.-iils  a  new    cie  -  a  -  lion  ; 


9:2 


-^   #■  -f2. 


-^-  ^     *- 


-^-^-f*.- 


y-y^ispz 


Mil 


m 


0  ^    ' 

1 

1^  1     1 

1 

y  •!     ' 

--,  •    ^      -^ 

III 

,<,      1 

#^s= 

=1^-^   # 

J    «             J 

m     @*- 

i:-^-.-i- 

t:  J-^ir:z|- 

2    1    •  ^ 

•    L         J 

»r           ■      y^                         1                                       1 

Tiimuj;h  all  the  tu  -  mult  and  tiie  strife,    I     hear  t lie  uui  ■  sic    rinjr-iii!:; 

— a — ^  ,  ^  — J-^-^.-^-h^^-r-~ — i — a-'- — ,_!_ — L^  -,_ ^o^ — ^ . 

S:?-^- 

_p- •_»_  srf-^^p-  -; 1 1 1 

-F  '-F— ^-i — 

i         ^  ^ 

^  ^ 

>  ' 

^ 

'       ^   •        '       r     1      '^,  . 

'                  1 

f    1    r    ' 

1 

It    finds   an     eeh  -  o        in    my  soul — How  can    I    keep  fi(»m  singing  ? 


5^^ 


^ 


T=tf. 


_^ 


tj  WliHt  though  my  joys  and  comfort  die  ? 

Tlie  Lord  my  Saviour  livetli  : 
Wliat  thou'jh  the  darkiies-^  gather  round  % 

.Songs  in  the  night  he  <;iveth, 
No  storm  can  Rhakf>  my  imnost  calm, 

W'liile  to  that  ret"uue  clinging; 
V>  nee  Christ  is  Lord  of  heaven  and  earth, 

How  can  I  keep  from  singing? 


3  1  lift  niy  eyes;  the  cloud  grows  thin  ; 

I  see  the  hlue  aliove  it  ; 
And  day  by  dav  this  i)atliway  smooths. 

Since  first  T  learned  to  love  it ; 
The  peace  of  Christ  makes  fresh  n.yheart, 

A  fountain  ever  springing  ; 
All  things  are  ntine  since  I  am  bis — 

How  can  I  keep  from  singiug  ? 


We  shall  meet. 
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Hev.  JOHN  ATKINSON. 


Mw 


1.  We  sliiill  iiieel  lievuiiil  the  riv  -  er, 

2.  We  ?li;ill  stlike  llie  liiirps  of  glo  r\ , 


HUBERT  P.  MAIN.   1867. 
From  "  Bright  Jewels,"  by  per. 


By  -uiid  -  In,  by-  ami 

iJv  -  .-111(1  -  In.  Iiv-aiid 

0.-0 


\*: 


■#•     -i9- 


Ami  ilie    (iarkiies>  sli  ,11  lie   o  -    ver. 
We  shall  sing  rt-ileiiipiiou's  .sto  -  l\ , 


I3y   .iiiil-lty,  liy  ■  atid-Uy  ; 

ISy-  ;ni<l  -  I'v.  by  -  and  by  ; 


■m  — s 1 i 5 1—  I r — I — Z^ ^J . — 0 — J ^-J 1 1 

3_:z=iii — 0 — 4-  -*-L<^ — *— #— #-i^— *-jj5 — *      1-^^— -* 

ikI  ilie    al<tii<nis  Icit 
lall  re  sound  in 

a=:?zpsz=5: 

^ /  -L-x • 


With  the    toil  -  some  journey    done,  AikI  ilie    aloii<nis  Icit  -  tie     won 
And    the  strains  for  -  iv    er-  more    Shall  re  smind  in  sweetness  oVr 


— 0 — • 

We  shall  shine  forth   ms   the 
Yonder     ev  -    er    -  la-;l-in'^ 


Wrt  shall  see  aud  be  like  Jesias, 

15y-aiul-by.  by-aiicl-by  ; 
Wh'i  a  crown  of  life  will  give  us, 

By-aud-by,  by-aiid. by; 
And  the  angels  who  fulfil 
All  the  mandates  of  His  will, 
Siiall  attend,  and  love  tts  still, 
By-aud-by,  by-and-by. 


There  our  tears  shall  all  cease  flnw- 
By-and-by,  by-and-by:  [in<_'. 

And  with  sweetest  rajitnre  knowing. 

By-and-by,  by-and-by  ; 
All  the  blest  ones  who  have  gone 
To  the  land  of  life  and  song. 
We  with  shoutings  shall  rejoin, 
By-aiid  by,  by-and-bj*. 


24       Oh,  Sing  of  His  Mighty  Love. 


Rev.  F.  BOTTOME.  D.  D. 


Music  by  WM.  B.  BRADBURY,  by  per. 


J  {  oil,     bliss     of    tlie  pu-  r\  -  fied  !  bliss     of    the  free  I     1      plunge  in  tbe 
^  O'er    sin     and  uncleanness  ex  -  ult  ■   " 


inof     I    stand.  And   point  to   the 


^- •  +— H         I. — .^,-'-  H — ^.■ 


t^^^M^J- 


crimson    tide    o  -  peti     for      me '.   ) 

jirint  of    the  nulls     in      bis    band.  ^    Oh,  sing      of      His  nii_!;bt-j'  love 


■•-  .  •«- 


m 


*=^ 


--^ 


:^: 


w 


«=. 


■^ 


3=??^ 


^i=#j^ 


Sing     of  His  niigbty  love.  Sing    of  His  mighty  love — Mighty      to     save! 


5- 


-^      ^• 


■-^  -?s>- 


■#-    -^   -«1- 


-ft~^-W^ 


T=f: 


p-1^- 


v-^-^^ 


2  Oh,  bliss  of  the  purified  !   Jesus  is  mine, 
No  longer  in  dread  condemnation  I  pine  ; 
In  conscious  salvation  I  sing  of  his  grace, 

"Who  lifted  upon  me  the  smiles  of  his  face  ! — Ch/0, 

3  Oh,  bliss  of  the  purified !   bliss  of  the  pure  ! 

No  wound  hath  the  soul  that  his  blood  cannot  cure  ; 
No  sorrow-bowed  head  but  may  sweetly  find  rest, — 
No  tears  but  may  dry  them  on  Jesus'  breast.     Glio, 

4  O  Jesus  the  Crucified  !    thee  will  I  sing ! 

My  blessed  Redeemer  !  my  God  and  my  King  ! 

My  soul  filled  with  rapture  shall  shout  o'er  the  grave, 

And  triumph  at  death,  iu  the  Mighty  to  save.     Cko. 


Whiter  than  Snow. 


25 


JAMES  NICHOLSON. 


Wm.  G.  FISCHER,  by  per. 


=ti-4_s— 1 — . — ?=« — ?|i:L,_?_i:s=:- 


,    J  Dear  Je -siis,  I  loiif;     to     '"^^     ])er  fect-ly  wliole  ;>  l]reak  down  every 
■  (     I  want  thee  for-ev  -  er,    to     live  in  mv    soul ;  ) 

-m — « — # 


i  -tlol,  cast  out  every  foe  ;  Now.u  a.--li  me,  ami  I  sli.»!i  be  uliiter  llian  snow. 


:ir — -'- 


Whiter  iiian  snow, yes. wliiler  than  snow  ;  Now  vrasb  me  and  I  shrill  he  w  inter,  &.C. 


k"  I 

2  Dear  Jesus,  come  rlown  from  tb_v  throne  iu  the  skies, 
And  help  me  to  make  a  com])lete  sacrifice  ; 

I  give  tap  myself,   and  M'liatever  I  know — 
Now  wash  me,  and  I  shall  be  whiter  tlian  snow. 
Cho. — Whiter  than  suow,  &e. 

3  Dear  Jesns,  for  this  I  most  lmn:bly  entreat ; 
I  wait,  blessed  Lord,  at  thy  crucified  feet. 

By  faith,  for  mj*  cleansing,  1  see  thy  blood  flow — 
Now  wash  me.  and  I  shall  be  whiter  than  suow. 
Cho. — Whiter  than  snow,  &c. 

4  The  blessing  by  faith,  I  receive  from  above  ; 
O  glory  !  my  soul  is  made  perfect  in  love  ; 

My  prayer  has  ])revailed,  and  this  moment  I  know, 
Tke  bluod  is  applied.  I  am  whiter  than  suow. 
Cho. — Whiter  than  snow,  &c. 


26         Our  Loved  Ones  gone  iDefore. 


rAKNZ  J.  CROSBY.  1868. 


S.  C.  FOSTER,  by  per. 


(Hi.  lu>"'  sweet  when  we  mingle  with  kindred    spii'-its  liere.     And 
W'lien  Itv  failli  we  can  see  him,  and  fee!     his  pitsence  near,    It 
D.  C.  We  shall  dwell  with  the  anirels   an<l  join   liieir  ehoral     S(in<;,    Our 

-^-g—0—, ^ — ^— ^  p  — p  ,p  ^  —p  — A— ^ — 0' e— 


tell     of       Je-sns  and     his  h)ve;  ) 
Ufts  our     l<Mii;in'.;  souls  a  -  hove.  )  We  sliall  l 
iovd  ones,  lov'd  one.>  t;one  he-t'uie. 


neet  on  the  hanks  of    the 


~  JIa  k  the  woids  of  our  Master,  he  faithful,  watch  and  pray, 
I'less  on  \\  liere  joys  eternal  fl<iw  ; 
Let  us  journey  together  ahin-i  the  sliiniiig  wa}', 
Ami  sing  rejoicing  a»  we  go.     Cho. 

3  We  are  pilgrims  to  Zion.  tlinugh  trials  we  must  hear. 
We'll  count  them  hlessings  in  disguise; 
Though  the  ero.;s  may  lie  heavy,  the  crown  we  soon  shall  wear, 
In  heaven,  where  pleasure  never  dies.     C/to. 


SORROW  SHALL  COME  AGAIN  NO  MORE. 
J  Wiiat  lo  me  are  earth's  pleasures,  and  what  its  flowing  tears? 
What  are  all  the  sorrows  I  deplore  ? 
'J  here's  a  song  ever  swelling,  stiii  lingers  on  my  ears, 
"Oh,  sorrow  shall  come  again  no  more." 

Cho. — 'Tis  asongfroni  the  home  of  the  weary: 
"  Soirow,  sorrow  is  for  ever  o'er: 
Hanp.v  n<iu,  ever  !iap|iy,  on  Canaan's  penceful  sliore. 
Oh,  sorrow  shall  como  again  no  more." 


I  am  the  Door. 
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Words  and  Melody  by 
Rev.  DWIGHT  WILLIAMS. 


Harmonized  by 
S.  J.  VAIL. 


#-  •  -* — #- 1  — S — h  •- . 
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1.   '  I       atii    the  tiiior,'"  coiiie   ii.,  coiuf  in,     And  leuve    Avitliout       tljy 


'•  I  am  tb"     oor," 
C')iiie,(j:eiit) V  kiioek, 
And  I  will  loost-  the  lieavj'  lock. 
That  fi;nards   mv  Father's  precious 

fold  ; 
Come  iu  from  darkness  andfrom  cold. 

3         "I  am  the  door, " 
No  longer  roam, 
Herearethytreiisures,herethyhoraPi 
I  jinrchaaed  them  for  thee  and  thine. 
And  paid  the  price  in  blood  divine. 


'•  I  am  the  door," 
My  Father  waits 
To  make  thee  heir  of  rich  estates  : 
Come,  dwell  with  liim,  and  dwell  with 

me. 
And  thou  my  Father's  child  shall  be. 
5  '•  I  am  the  door," 

Come  in.  come  in, 
And  everlasting  treasures  win  ; 
My  Father's  house  was  built  for  thee, 
And  thou  shalt  share  his  home  with 
me. 


2  I  seek  not  eiuthly  gimy.  nor  niinjile  with  the  ga}' ; 

I  desire  not  tliis  world  s  i;]lded  store  : 
Tliere  are  voices  now  eallinj;  fioni  those  bright  realms  of  day, 
•'Oh,  sorrou'  shall  come  agiiia  no  more.''    Cho, 

3  'Tis  a  note  that  is  wafted  across  the  trouhleil  wave  ; 

'Tis  a  8onc  I've  heard  nixin  tlie  sliorc. 
"Tis  a  s\\  eet-thrillinj;  niurimir  around  tlie  Cliristian's  grave: 
•'Oh,  sorro\v  sliall  come  aLTUiii  no  more." — Cho. 
(TuLie  page  i6.) 
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Resting  at  the  Cross. 


WM.  J,  KIRKPATRICK,  by  per. 


I. To  the  cross  of  Cl)ri.st,nij  Saviour.  I  bad  lironj;lit  my  \ve:irv  soul, Burileirti.fuiiit, and 
J,  At  tlif  cross,  w  bile  1)1  tekly  bo«  iiifj.  Jesus,  siuibuj^,  badeuie  live;  "I  buveilled  for 


-#•  -G^-  -i^- 


lirokt'ii  lienrted,Pra.viiinf.  "Jesus  )iiake  nie  wbole."  Glory,  glo -ry    be    to     Je  -  sus, 
your  tratisirressions,  And  I    freely    all    forgive." 


»JL.ix 
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— (- U H- 


-V — ^ — ^ — 1/ — ^- 


V    i/ 


at  tbe  cross  ;  I'm  resting  at  tbe  cross,  I'm  resting  at  tbe  cross, 

I'm  rcstins:  at  tlie  cross. 

m  •  > 


1 

3  At  the  cross,  while  jim.strate  l.ying. 
Jesus'  blood  flowed  o'er  my  soul, 
All  my  guilt  and  sin  were  covered, 
And  He  whispered, ' '  Child  be  whole. " 

C'Ao.l 


4  At  the  cross,  I'm  calmly  trusting, 
Every  moment  now  is  sweet ; 

I  am  tasting;  of  His  glory, 

I  am  resting  at  His  feet.     Cha. 


0  Thou  God  of  my  Salvation.      29 


Rev.  CHAS.  WESLEY. 


C.  C.  CONVERSE,  by  per. 
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1.  O     tliouGodof    my     gal  -  va  -  tioii,    My     lieficemer    from  all  tin; 


'  4  P  •  »- 
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I      will  praise  thee:  I    will  prnise  tliee  :  WlieresliMll  I  Ihy  praiseleum  ' 
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I    n  ill  praise  thee  :  I    will  praise  thee  :  Where  shall  I  thy  praisebeyiii. 


9H.fe 


H«— #^ 


^^ 


^^ 


^— «— #- 


£^ 


^— ^ 


-i»^»- 


:3= 


2  Tho'   unseeu,  I  love  the  Saviour ; 
He  hath  brought  salvation  ueur; 

Manifests  his  pard'ning  favor  ; 
And  when  Jesus  doth  a])pear, 

II :  Soul  and  body  :|] 
Shall  his  glorious  image  bear. 

3  While  the  angel  choirs  are  crying,  - 
Glory  to  the  great  I  Am, 

I  with  them  will  still  be  vying — 


-v~\ — r 

Glory  !  glory  to  the  Lamb  ! 

j|:  O  how  precious  :|j 
Is  the  sound  of  Jesus'  name  ! 

•4  Angels  now  are  hov'ring  round  us, 
Unperceived  amid  the  throng  ; 

Wond'ring  at  the  love  that  crown'd 
Glad  to  join  the  holy  song  :     [us, 

II :  Hallelujah,  :|| 
Love  and  praise  to  Christ  belong! 
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For  Thou  hast  died  for  Me. 


Words  by  FANNY  CROSBY,  July,  1866. 


Wm.  B.  BRADBURY. 
From  "  Trio,"  by  per. 
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1.  Wlieii  clouds  haiiu:  daikiy  o"er  my  way  And  eartlily  comfort  dies,  On  thee  my 
?srv-- «-^— 1*^*-<  ^- 
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Saviour  and  my  (tikI,  My  every  Impe  relies.     I    liear  thy  spirits  gentle 


-K-V-V- 
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voice, Tliycrossliv  f.iitli  I  see,  Tliy  precious  Ulood  O,  dyinir  Lamli !  Reileeinsand 

N     N     N 


makes  me  what  I  am,  For  thou  hast  died  for  me,  For  thou  hast  died  for  me. 


2  My  soul,  confiding  in  thy  word, 
Can  rest  securely  there, 

And  feel  at  peace  in  every  storm. 
Beneath  thy  watchful  care  ; 

A  sinner  lost,  but  saved  by  grace 
Be  this  my  only  plea 


3  0  when  I  leave  this  mortal  scene. 
And  rise  to  worlds  of  li'-jht ; 

Then  shall  I  see  thee  as  thou  art. 
Arrayed  in  glory  bright : 

There  by  the  living  stream  divine. 
My  raptured  song  shall  lie  : 


Thy  precious  blood,  O  dying  Lambj  Thy  precious  blood,  O  dying  Lamb! 
Redeems  and  maJces  me  "what  I  am    Redeems  and  makes  me  what  I  am, 
For  thou  hast  died  for  me.  [     For  thou  hast  died  for  me. 


My  Ain  Countrie. 
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Miss  M.  A.  LEE. 


Scotch  Song.  Arr. 


i     I        ani    fMT  frae     ii  y  iian-.e/aii' Tin    v  ea  -  ry 

^j     111 ne'er   be     fii'"    coiTeiit,     uii  -  til      my 

n  c.  But  iliese  siciiis  ati'  these  soun's  will  as    iiaetlun<: 


af  -  teiiwliiiej,  For  tbe 
een     do     see    Tlie 
1)0       to  niP,  When  I 


niijrni^',  an'  my  Father's  welcome  smiles, 


(OMIT i  ani  conn  -  trie. 

(OMIT aiu  coi.n  -  trie, 

1^     1^     >  ^ 


--^=d^^- 
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The   earth     is  fleck'il  \vi'  tlmv  -  ers,   mon  -    y  -  tint-  e<l    fresh  and  <;ay  ;     \ 
The  hird  ■  ies  war  -  hie   blithe-ly,     lor     my     Fa  -  tlier  made  them  sae ;    \ 


fve  his  glide  word  of  promise,  that  'ome  gladsome  day  the  King, 

To  his  am  royal  palace,  his  banisheii  lianie,  will  hrinjj 

"U'i'eeii,  an'  wi'  heart  niniiiii!:  owre  wp  shall  >ee 

"The  King  in  his  heauty,"  an"  our  aiii  countrie, 

Mvsins  hae  been  moiiy,  and  my  sorrows  hae  i)een  sair; 

But  there  they  11  never  vex  me,  nor  he  renieiiihereil  niair. 

For  his  hluid  halh  made  me  while,  and  his  hand  shall  dry  rn^  e'o, 

When  hebiiiiffs  mehame  al  last  to  my  ain  countrie. 

Like  a  hairn  to  its  niither,  a  wee  hirdie  to  its  nest, 

I  wad  fain  lie  ganging  iioo  unto  my  Saviour's  breast. 

For  he  gathers  in  his  bosom  witless  worthless  lambs  like  m6, 

An'    "he  carries  them  hinisel',"  to  his  ain  countrie. 

He'sfaithfu'  that  hath  proiniseii,  he'll  surely  come  again, 

He'll  keep  his  tryst  wi'  me,  at  what   hour  I  dinna  keu ; 

But  he  bids  n'le  still  to  wait,  an"  ready  aye  to  be, 

To  gang  at  ony  moment  to  my  ain  countrie. 

So  I'm  watching  aye.  and  siniring    o'my    hame  as  I  wait. 

For  the  soun'ing  o'  liis  footfa'  this  side  the  gowden  gat«, 

God  gie  his  grace  to  ilk  aire  «  ha  listens  noo  to  me, 

Tliat  we  may  a'gaug  in  gladness  to  our  ain  countrie. 

[Lost/our  lines  of\»t  verse  can  be  sung  to  complete  Uh  »'«/«a] 


32  Jesus  is  mighty  to  save. 


Mrs.  ANNIE  WITTENMYER. 


WM.  G.  riSCHER,  bjr  per. 


-r. — sn—ji ^-^^^-+^r^ 1 ^r-K sr-A-Hv^^-^V- i  i 


I.  All  glo  -  ry     to   Je-siis   be    {jiv'ii.  That  life   and  sal- va-tion  are    free; 
•J.  From  the  darkness  of  s^in  and  des  •  pair,     Out  in  -  to  the  liylit  of  Jiis    loxe, 
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And    all    jiiay  he  w  ash'd  and  fmjriven,  AndJet^iis  cfin  save  e  -  ven    n;e. 
lie  has  broiiiihtnie  and  made  mean  heir,  To  kingdoms  and  mansions  ahove. 
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miffhtv  to 


may 


^    ^     b     t^ 
Yes,     Je-sus     is   mighty,     is  mighty     to  save,  And  all  his  sal  -  va-tion   sal- 
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vation  mav  kno->v,On  his  ho-som   I  lean,  And  liis  blood  makes  me  clean.P  or  his 
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blood  can  wash  whiter  than  .siiow. 
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3  Oh,  the  rapturous  heights  of  his  love. 

Tire  measureless  depths  of  his  grace, 
My  soul  all  his  fulness  would  prove. 
And  live  in  his  loving  embrace. 
Cho.  — Yes,  Jesus  is  mighty,  &;c. 

4  In  him  all  my  wants  are  supplied. 

His  love  makes  my  heaven  below, 
And  freely  his  blood  is  applied. 

His  lilood  that  makes  whiter  than  snow 
Che. — Yes,  Jesus  is  mighty,  <S  c. 


By  the  Gate  they'll  meet  us.      33 


Mrs.  LYDIA  BAXTER. 


HUBERT  P.  MAIN,  1872. 
From  "  Royal  Diadem,"  by  per. 


1.   In  the  fadeless  spriug-time,  on   the  heav'nly  shore,  Kindred  spirits  wait  us, 

N  s  N  ^  s  ^ 
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who  have  gone  be  -  fore  ;  There  no   flow  -  ers  with-er,    and  no  pleasures  cl»>', 


•        •^^   '-0-    -TTi-  * 


In    that  land  of  beau- tv.     In  that  home  of   joy.    By  the  gate  they'll  meet  us, 


"neath  that  golden    sky,      Meet  us    at     the   pur  -  ta'. — Meet    us     by  -  and  -  by. 


2  In  the  misty  ploaming,  deatli  awaits  us  all ; 
Silent  is  his  cominc;,  sure  the  Master's  call  ; 
And  the  angel-footsteps  mark  the  upward  way, 
Till  the  twilight  merges  into  heavenly  day. — CTw). 

3  Trnstinp;  in  the  Saviour,  may  we  htimbly  wait, 
Till  the  1  oly  angels  ope  the  pearly  gate  ; 

And  the  loving  Father,  from  His  gracious  throne, 
Smiling  bids  us  welcome  to  our  heavenly  home. — Cha. 
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Under  His  Wings. 


JAMES  NICHOLSON. 


ASA  HULL,  by  per. 
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1.  Ill     God  I  Imvu  fouiiil  a  re  -  ticat,Wln're  I     can     fe  -  cure  ■  ]\-       a  - 
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CHOEUS. 


oil,  wliat    comfort       it     lirings,  As  my  soul     sweetly     sinus: 
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safe       fiom  »11  dan   -  ger  Wliile  un 


der 
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I 
liis     winffs. 


2  I  dread  not  tlie  terror  by  iiiglit. 
No  arrow  can  Ijarni  me  liy  day  V 

Ills  shadow  has  covere<l  me  quite, 
My  fears  He  has  driven  away.     Cho. 

3  The  pestilence  w.ilkhijr  ahout, 
When  darkness  has  suih-d  abroad, 

C'ln  never  compel  nie  to  doubt 

Tiie presence  and  powerof  God.     Cho. 


4  The  wnstinsr  destruction  at  noon, 
No  fearful  foreboding  can  briii^'; 

Willi  Jesus,  my  soul  doth  commune. 
His  perfect  salvation  I  sing.     Cho. 

5  A  thousand  may  fall  at  my  side. 
Anil  ten  thousand  at  my  rij;bt  hand  ; 

Above  me  His  winj;s  are  fpiead  \>ide. 
Beneath  them  in  safety  I  btanri.     Oho. 


Only  one  Way  to  the  Cross.        35 


Words  by  Rev.  JOHN  PARKER 

A -.-. ._^ 


S.  J.  VAIL,  by  per. 


1.  Tlierei 
'J.  TiiL-re  i: 


ly   one  way  to      tlie  cioss,    Av.d  on  -  ly  one  cross  for  thy 
ly    (iiiL- inline  nil  der  lieiiv'ii,  By  \vl1ichyou111a3' ev  -  cr   ^'  ' 
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trust;    All  otli  -  ers  biinj;  sorrow  and  lo.^-,  Tliisltringstlie  iiroini  heart  to  tlie 
tniii         A  liope    to    be  heard  and  tor-j;iveii,  Andhidiiyht  losal-vn-tinn  a- 
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dusf,.  Tlii:*  brings  flie  pi-oiid  heart  lo  the  du>t.  Then  come  kneel  at  the  crciss.  Counting 
'•rtin.  And  L)i<)U"ht  10  salvation  a  -  gain. 
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3  There  is  only  one  cross  to  be  borne, 
Tiiat  cross  is  not  heavy  to  bear, 
It  may  call  thee  in  conflict  and  scorn, 
||:To  confess  Him — His  burdens  to  share.  :1|    Eefr. 
i  There  is  only  one  kingdom  to  win. 

One  home  with  the  blood-washed  above  ; 
Hell  help  thee  who  died  for  thy  sin  ; 
||:0h,  fear  not,  but  trust  in  His  love.  :[|   Befr. 
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FANNY  CROSBY.   1873 


The  River  of  Song. 

O       Wm.  H.  DOANE. 
From  '-Roval  Diadem,"  by  per. 
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1.  O      tlic  slt-ep  iif  just    ;i    iiinincnt,   M'lu'ii  tlie  spirit  sinks  a -wmv  ! 

2.  We  slialllie;irce-les-tial    uiu  -  sic       O'oi-    its  busoin  sweep  a  -  loiij,'. 


H*— /t. 
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Then  tlie  w  akinu,  blissful    wak  -  ingf, 
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Like  the  voice  dl'   many 


In       a  world  of  endless    day! 
wa-ters;    Hark  !  the  ev  -  er  -  hist  ing   sonj^. 
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O  the    rap    -  tuie,  ho-ly    rap-  tuie.  Tliere  to  stand  with  tlie  hiiyhthappy 


0  the  rapture  there,  ho  ly  rapture  there, 
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thio'jr !  Theie  the  sacieil  springs  of  pleasure  \\.\\\  thestreau.s  of  ki\e  unite.  In  a 
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__-_# — •— •— # ^-#-r^  •  — n 


Worthy  is  the  Lanih  forever, 
Worlliy  is  tlie  Lanih,  they  cry; 

Gh)ry,  jjlory,  halU-lujah, 
Glory  he  to  God  on  iiigh! 
O  the  rapture,  &c. 


Oh,  how  He  Loves! 
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Miss  MARIANNE  NUNN. 


HUBERT  P.  MAIN,  by  per. 


1  One  there  is       a  -  hove  all  nihevs.    Oh,     how   Ke   loves'.    His     is    love  be - 

2  'Tis       e  -  ter-nal  life  to  know  Him.  Oh.  how  He  loves  !  Think,   oh.  think  how 

3  Blessed  Jesus  '.  would  you  know  Him,  Oh,  how  He  loves  I  Give  yourselves  en- 


■#-#- 


yond   a  brother's,  Oh,  how   He   loves  '.      Earthly  friends  may  fail  or  leave  us, 
"much  we  owe  Ilim,  Oh,  liow  He    loves!       With  His  precious  blood  He  boufrht  us, 
tire-  ly    to  Him,    Oh,   how  He   loves  I      Think  no  more  then,  of    to-morrow, 


^S 


rS — •- 


#■     ■*- 


■^ 


^^•^Jf- 


One  day  soothe,  the  next  day  irrieve  us  ;  But  this  Friend  will 
In  the  wil  -  dcr  -  iiess  He  sought  us.  To  His  fold  He 
Take     His         ea   -    sy         yoke    and     fol     -     low,      Je  -    sns    car  -    ries 


ifczd 


5]WH.V11  yonr  sins  shall  be  forgiven, 
^PjJ       *0b,  liow  He  loves  ! 


m 


Backward  shall  your  foes  be  driven, 
ne'er  deceive  us.  Oh,  how  He  loves  I  q,      ,  tt     i^ves  ' 

safely  brought  us,  Oh.  how  He  loves  1  .„      >^"'  /1°^^  ."^     urn"  -A 

all  vour  sorrow.  Oh,  how  He  loTe« '.  Best  of  blessinss  He  11  provide  yon, 
m   _|22.      I  Nought  but  good   shall  e'er  betide 

S~i "{    pT^~f ~i^~Ti'^'~n    ^'°"' 

r^ .      r-  ^    II        I      I     I ,i??f^Safe  to  glory  He  will  guide  you, 


It 


Oh,  how  He  loves ! 
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Light  and  Comfort. 


FANNY  J.  CROSBY.  1867. 


Wm.  B.  BRADBURY,  by  per. 


-N- 


^— i^ 


-0g 


1.  Light  and  com- furt  of     my  soul,  Wlieii  the   bil  -  lows  oer    me  roll; 

2.  Loid,  my  soul  in  tears  would  mourn,  All  the  niiguisli  Tlioii  hast  home  ; 

3.  blocked  and  scourged — condemned  to  die.  On  the  cross  extend  -  ed   hiyh  ; 


Thou  di)»t  hid  mn  in  Thy  word.  Cast  my  hnr- den  on  the  I>ovd, 
In  tlie  gar  -  den  I  would  he.  Lone-Iy  walcli  er  still  with  Tliee. 
Ten-  ant   of       the     lone-  ly    tomh,  Miglil-y    cmiqu'ror   o'er     its  gloom, 


.Te  -  PUS,  Sav-ionr  oiioe    l)etravM,      Sac  -  li  -  fice     for    sin-ner.'s  maile  ; 
Thou  lia.st  sutfend  Thou  hast  Ided,  Thorns  liave  )u.-rrM  Thy  sacred  head  ; 
Crowned  victo  -  liiiu-i  God    of   love,      To       thv  Fatiier's  lionie   a  -  hove, 

-p 0 — p g — I \^ 


^m^ss=^' 


-\ F 0 i ri 1 1 

'• — f — P — g-44-^H — 


AV retched,  lo.st,  to  Thee  I 
Je  -  ius,  ^^■liile  I  ding  to 
Grant  my   soul    a      ])lace,  at 


fly.  Save.  O  save  me,  or  I  die. 
tliee,  I.,et  Tliy  sor  -  row  jdead  for  me. 
last,  AVheie  the  storms  of  life    are  past. 


m^ 


^—t 


We've  a  Home  over  there. 
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T.  C.  O'KANE,  by  per.     PHILIP  PHILLIPS. 


robed  in  tlieir  ginmetits  of  w  hi  e  oTcr  tin ic. Over  there,  ovci  there,  over 


^:y^=?:w^ 


-ft  -^ 


tliere,  over  there,  ()  tiiink  of    a  homo   o  -  vcr  there,  o  -  \er  tlierc;  Over 


tliere,  i>ver  there,  over  there,  over  tliere.  O  think  of  a    home  ovei   tliere. 


2  f>,  tliink  i)f  tlie  frien^ls  over  tliere. 

Who  before  us  the  journey  liave  trod. 
Of  the  soiiirs  that  they  breathe  on  the  air, 
lu  their  home  in  tlie  palace  of  God. 

i)ver  there,  over  there, 
0  think  of  the  friends  over  there. 


3  I'll  soon  be  at  home  over  there, 

l-'ir  the  end  of  my  journey  I  see  ; 
Many  dear  to  my  lieart  over  there, 
Are  watchin;;  and  waiting  for  me. 

Over  there,  over  there, 
I'll  soon  be  at  home  over  there. 
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Jesus  paid  it  all. 


PROCTOR. 


WM.  B.  BRADBURY,  by  per. 


T-i — M^" — "V-i — r-'r  ■K-r^i  h^  . 


a^ 


rtrr  t7 


tf^ 


f=^ 


' — -         ^    JL    ^      ^      ^  ^       ^ 


■4t.     ■»- 


1  Naught  of  merit  or  of  price, 
lleiiiixius  to  justice  cine  ; 
Josns  (lied,  ami  paid  it  all, — 
Yes,  all  the  debt  I  owe. 

Cho. — Jesns  paid  it  all. 

All  the  debt  I  owe, 
Jesus  died  and  paid  it  all, 
Yes,  all  the  debt  I  owe. 


2  When  he  from  his  lofty  throne, 

S'.oop'd  down  to  do  and  die, 
Everj'  thine:  was  fully  done  ; 
"  'Tis  finished ! '  was  his  cry, -Cho. 

3  Weary  not,  O  toilins;  one, 

Whate'er  thy  conflict  be. 
Work  for  him  with  cheerful  heart, 
Who  suffered  all  for  thee. -CAo. 


4  Clinginf;;  to  the  Saviour's  cross. 

Look  up  by  simple  faith. 
Praise  him  for  the  pard'uino;  love 
That  saves  from  endless  death. — Cho. 

5  Ring  a  willing  sacrifice — 

Thy  soul  to  Jesus'  feet  ; 
Stand  in  him,  in  him  alone, 
All  glorious  and  complete. — Cho. 


Shall  we  meet  in  Heaven. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Wm.  STEVENSON.  From  •'  Royal  Diadem,"  by  per. 


1  Shall  we  meet  in  heaven,  shall  we  meet  in  heaven, 

With  the  blest  who  have  gone  before? 
Will  a  crown  be  given,  will  a  crown  be  siven, 
When  we  stand  on  the  other  shore?    Refr. 

2  Will  the  angels  bright,  will  the  angels  bright, 

Bear  ns  on  to  that  happy  home? 
With  the  saints  in  light,  with  the  saints  in  light, 
Shall  we  stand  round  the  great  white  throne  ?    Befr. 

3  Yes.  we  all  may  meet,  yes,  we  all  may  meet. 

Where  this  life  and  its  toils  are  o'er. 
And  each  other  greet,  and  each  other  greet, 
In  a  land  where  we'll  part  no  more,     -ffe/r. 
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Wondrous  Love. 


Mrs.  M.  STOCKTON. 


Sis±^^sfej±5 


Wm.  G.  FISCHER,  by  per. 


—jL 


I        '^ 


1110  ;     It  brouulit  my  Saviour  fiDin    uIkivc,    To  die    on  Cal  -  va  -  ry. 


:^'_p_^-- 


I ^— ^ F— '-  ] 1 1  /— S 


1. 

God  lovM  the  world  of  sinnei'slost, 

And  ruin  d  by  the  fall  ; 
SiiKation  full  at  highest  cost, 

He  offers  free  to  all.     Cho. 

2. 

E'en  now  by  fiaith  I  claim  Him  mine. 

The  risen  Son  of  God  ; 
Redemption  by  his  death  I  find, 
And  cleansing  through  His  blood. 
Cho. 
3. 
Love  brings  the  glorious  fullness  in, 
Aud  to  his  saints  makes  known  ; 


The  blessed  rest  from  inbred  sin, 
Through  faith  in  Christ  alone. 

Cho. 
4. 
Believing  souls  rejoicing  go, 

There  shall  to  you  be  given, 
A  glorious  foretaste  here  below 
Of  endless  life  in  heaven.     Cho. 

.5. 

Of  victory  now  o'er  Satan's  power, 
Let  iill  the  ransom'd  sing 

And  triumph  in  the  dying  hour, 
Thro'  Christ,  the  Lord,  our  King. 


Rest  in  Thee. 
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E.  TDENEY,  D.  D. 


Rev.  R.  LOWRY,  by  per. 
From  "  Royal  Diadem." 


-5-  ♦ 

1.  Blesse(;     Je  ■  siis,  Bl.ssed      Je  -  siis.  Thou  who  gnv'st  thyself    for  me, 
12.   Hope  of  uU      Uie  meek  and  low  -  Iv,  Thou  inv  hope  and    jov  slialt  he 


giliEE^^S 


W^-^^- 

^ 


4t-^ 


=f=f 


Lenve  me  not    in      sin      to     wan  -  der;  Bid    iiie  come  and  iet?t  in     Thee. 
151ess-ed     Je  -  siis,     Blessed     Je  -    su»,    Bid   me  come  and  rest  in     Thee. 


9:£ 


^^—t:r 


4—^ 


-T* <y- 


3EEE 


Rest      in  Tliee,     Rest   in     Tliee,  Bid      me  conie  and     rest       in     Tliee ; 


J--£l 


"■«•"#■ 


ii 


^eI 


Rest      in  Tiiee,  Rest  iu     Thee,    Bid     me  come  and    rest     in     Tliee. 


9?EEE 


r- 


-zt 


Ffctfe?: 


r 


3  Draw  lue  from  each  .sinful  stri\'ing  ; 

From  myself,  O  set  nie  free  : 
Blessed  Jesiis,  Blessed  Je.HUS, 

Bid  me  come  aud  rest  iu  Thee. 

BxSr. 


4  Highest. purest. sweetest  pleasure, 
Shall  thy  service  bring  to  me  : 

Blessed  Jesna,  Blessed  Jesus. 
Bid  me  come  aud  rest  iu  Thee. 

Mr- 


44       Beautiful  Home  of  the  Blest. 


Words  and  Music  by  W.  BENNETT. 


mm 


&=N-^- 


From  ''Eoyal  Diadem."  by  per. 


'^     — 

Cuo.  Beau  ti  -  fulliome  of  the  blest.  Bcauti-ful  lioine,  beauti -lul  home! 


>^:-i,-<T-MtJ^i-gi=i=^Frr^'f~'^T£-;i=£=rFi^»i=^=l 


^-^^ 


Home  where  the  wea  -  I'y    ones   rest      licau- ti  -  Ail  home   on    high! 


I — 5=^^* — cr:* — %-^» — « — •  v-'-J — 0 — ^ — « — g — g-L* — *-#v-* 

Home  w  here  t  lie  [lure  ;iiiil  the  <j<Hi(U!ia'ii  Jt;Miil.  Clad  in  u  hiu-  lainunt  at  God's  right 

^  _,S  [liand, 


— r — ^  .  I — h-i — ^ — t^ — ' r^-i — — 


T>.  c.  1st  verse. 


Cireliu';  his  throne  in  a       radiMiit  li;ind,  Siiii^inL;  f(ir  -  ov  -  er      llTTre. 


^m. 


^—9^ 


?EEtfi 


2  Home  by  tlie  river  of  life, 

Beautiful  liome.  bcautitul  home! 
Fiec  from  earth's  pa*^ion  and  stiife, 

Beautiful  home  on  hij;li  ! 
Home  wiiere  the  pris'ner  finds  sweet  re- 
lease ; 
Home  where  all  sorrows  forever  cease  ; 
Home  w  here  the  ransom'd  ones  dwell  in 
peace. 
Hapyy  forever  there.    CJio. 

3  Home  of  the  glorified  thronfr, 

Beautiful  home,  beautiful  home! 
Home  o(  the  shout  and  tlie  song. 

Beautiful  lumie  on  lii^.;li  I 
Home  where  the  beauiiful  angels  dwell ; 


i-M 


tfeZVI 


F^ 


zizzB 


Home  of  the  blessed.  >\  here  all  is  well ; 
Home  of  sweet  raptures  no  tongue  can 
tell. 
Ever  increasing  there.     Clio. 

1   Home  in  the  city  of  cold. 

Beautiful  home,  bi-autifiil  home! 
Home  where  are  jiieasures  untold, 

Beautiful  home  on  hisih  1 
Home  where  the  nianv  bright  mansioDS 

be; 
Home  w  here  the  children  their  Savioui 

see; 
Home  where  they  woiship  etei-nally, 
Praising  him  ever  there.    Cho. 


The  Penitent. 
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Rev.  JOHN  G.  CHAFEE. 


CHESTER  G,  ALLEN,  by  per. 
From  '■  Bright  Jewels." 


1.  Can    iiij  aoiil  iiml  rest  from  sor- row,  Can  my    sin.s    for-giv-eu     be, 

■^  •  J^  ^  •  :f:  ^«-  ^ 


JMiist    I    ^^!lit  iin  -  til    to  -  nior- rovr   Ere    my    Siiv-idiir  speaks  to  me  1 


Ij'ik 


m^=^. 


if=^—^ 


5^=v=£^ 


T T h '^. h 


■y—]J-^- 


1 


n  ^_h'^-^.^—           ^    ^ 

r^ ' ^ fei 

pJ ^"^-K- 

fe^JzlzT  :iz:z:^^_:^ 

-H S #---*- 

^^"S=*     « 



^  .  S^»   « 

-'^    - 

^              c;  '  ^   •   '      ^ 

Will  Tie  speak  ui  woi.ls  of    kiiHlmss?  Will  He 

wasli  a  -  way  my    sin  ? 
■S- :  -^  ■^"  ■*■"    -^ 

b — ' — bH 

A 

-I?? — 

^^^ \ rj— F 0 1 

^        I?     1         ^      -^ — S' 

1 

u* — [^ — ^ — 1 

^ 


:i 


=^ 


1^^ 


Will  He    lift    this   vale  of    blindness,  And   re- move  this  deadly    pain? 

t:  4t.  ^    .     ^     ^'  ^  4L 


2  O,  the  darkness,  how  it  tliickens. 

Like  the  brooding  of  despair  ! 
And  my  soul  within  me  sickens — 

God,  in  mercy,  hear  my  prayer  ! 
Give  me  but  a  liope  to  clierisli. 

Give  me  just  one  ray  of  light — 
Help  me,  save  me,  or  I  perish. 

Take  away  this  awful  nighi ! 


3  Now  He  hears  me,  He  will  save  me, 

I  behold  His  shining  face. 
Hear  Him  \\  hisper  He  will  hare  me- 

O,   the  miiacle  ol  giace! 
I  will  joy  to  tell  the  story 

How  He  Cometh  from  above — 
Fills  my  soul,  O  fflory,  glory  ! 

With  the  blessings  of  His  love. 
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Save  me  at  the  Cross. 


FANNY  J.  CROSBY,  1874. 


Msz^ 


Arr.  by  HTTBERT  P.  MAIN, 


^3^ 


jfcizt 


I  ^  Lov  -  iiit;  Saviuiir.    lii-m-  my  cry.     lie:ir    iiiy     cry,      lieiir    my  cry, 
(  I         have  siiin'd  but  Thou  liusi  liieiljThou  hast  liitd,  Thou  hast  dii-d, 


^      0    ^    ' 


-0 #— #-i , 


•- — 0 — « — >-m  - 1 0 — LEZH* — 0 J^L V-^-* 


Treiiihliin;    to     Thy  mi-hi.s     I     fly,     O     save    me    at     tlie 

lit         Tliv  mer  -  cv     let      me  liide.  ()     >ave    me    at     the      cr 

^-^ «— r  0 0—0 J 


•OSS.         ) 


gifefe'^E^ia^:E^ 


1 


:p=#= 


itzii 


-#-T- 


i 


fT" 


>« N N- 


Deur      Je  -  sus     i 


e  -  ceive    me,       No      more  uoulil  J   "ricve  Thee, 


1 


.zrfzlzbt 


?=:=? 


3t^ 


^^^^^^ 


,5— fe7=i^ 


VvV. 


-^^ 


Now,     hless-cd     Re  -  deem  -  or,     O     save    me      at      the      cross. 


-__ u_U 0^ • 0 0 0 0_ t 0 0 0 0 0 0-''0  ' -^-, 


2  Thouuli  I  perisli,  ||  I  will  pray,  || 
Thou  of  life  the  liviiip:  way, 
()  save  me  at  the  cioss. 
Thou  hast  said  Thy  ||  grace  is  free,  | 
Have  coiiipassioii.  Lord,  oti  nic, 
0  sfive  me  at  the  cross. 
Dear  Jesus,  etc. 


3  Wnsh  me  in  Thy  II  cleaiifiiii?  Idood,  II 
Pluiii;e  nic  lio"'  heucath  the  flood, 

O  save  nie  at  the  cross. 
Only  failh  will   II  pardon  bring,  || 
In  that  faith  to  Tliee  I  cling, 
U  save  me  at  the  cro.ss. 
Dear  Jesr.s.  etc. 


Entered  uccordinj:  to  Act  of  Congress.  A.D.  1S74,  by  Bisrlnw  k  Main,  in  th«  Offiee 
of  the  Librarian  of  Congress,  at  Wasidni'toa. 


I  come  to  Thee  I 
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FANNY  J.  CROSBY,  1868. 


S5 


SYLVESTER  MAIN,  1868. 

I       I         I 


^Sl 


r=^ 


j^ 


^ 

s   ^^ 


1.  I    come  to  tUee,  I  oonie  to  tliee  !  Tlimi  precious  Lamb  who  died  for  me, 


I     come  to  time  "itli  all  my  grief,  Dear  Saviour,  help  iny    uii  -  be-lief; 


^ 


t: 


:^=^: 


=r=f= 


^ 


?H 1 — ^'S>—\ 


-^ — —— m—g,        <^ r ,- 

• 
Thy  blesseil  name.  n;v  on  -  ly  j)lea.  With  this.  O  Lord,  I  come   to  thee! 


^t 


-a ^- 


.^f m ^_ 


-uzm 


fc 


» — c — S — « 


2  I  come  to  thee,  wliose  sovereijt'i  power 

Can  clieer  me  in  tlie  darke.-^t  htnir. 

I  come  to  tliee,  thro'   storm  ami  shade — 

For  thou  h.xst  said,  '•  he  not  afraid.'' 

I  Come  to  thee  with  all  my  tears. 

My  p:iiii  and  sorrow,  doubt  and  fears; 


3  To  thee  my  trembling'  spirit  flies. 

When  faith  grows  weak,  and  comfort  dies. 

I  bow  adoriiiirat  thy  feet, 

.And  liold  with  thee  communion  sweet — 

f )  wondrous  love  !  O  joy  divine  ! 

To  feel  thee  near  and  call  thee  mine' 


Tliou  precious  Lamb,  who  died  for  me,      Tliou  precious  Lamb,  who  died  for  me, 
I  come  to  thee,  I  come  to  thee  1  '  I  come  to  thee,  I  come  to  thee  ! 
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All  to  Christ  I  Owe. 


Mrs.  E.  M.  HALL. 


JOHN  T.  GRAPE. 


I  -75-    -jr    *     *-*  •  lj^  I 


I.  I  lieaitIieSiivioursay,Tliy  streiij;tli  indeed  is  small;  Child  of  weakness,  watch  and 

[piav, 


nsli 


x^ 


P'P  M^ 


.GL. 


ti^A/^- 


5M 


1^-^ 


5-L^ 


Find  iu  lue  thine  all  iu     all.      Jesus  paid  it     all,        All    'o  him   I   owe; 


^-Sg- 


rf 


-V-H>— V- 


-^-K- 


*-? « # %-^—i9 "J 


;x- 


Sill      had  left     a      crimsaii   stain ;   He  washed   it    white   as     snow. 

■P-        +-  -J-     •       «      « 


ai.^.E?E3^ 


— ^-b-T 


ir-,>->-/-^ 


^s 


2. 

Lord,  now  indeed  I  find 
Thy  faith,  and  thine  alone, 

Can  change  the  leper's  spots, 

And  lueit  the  heart  of  stone.   Cho. 

3. 

For  nothing  good  have  I 

Whereby  thy  grace  to  claim — 

I'll  wash  my  garment  white 

In  the  blood  of  Calv'ry's  Lamb. 


■       4. 

When  from  my  dying  bed 
My  ransomed  soul  shall  rise, 

Then  "Jesus  paid  it  all" 
Shall  rend  the  vaulted  skies.   Cho, 


And  when  before  the  throne 
I  stand  in  him  complete, 

I'll  lay  my  trophies  ciow.i, 
All  down  at  Jesus'  feet.     Oko. 


The  Song  of  Hope. 
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JAS.  NICHOLSON. 


S.  J.  VAIL,  by  per. 

I  S         N 


but     to      an  -  gels    known,    Hopes  chfer-ing  snug    is      ev  -  er 


thrilling-,  "  It    is     better      far  -  tlier  on,      It     is   better      f.u-ilier 


2  I  hear  hope  singinp;  .sweetly  siugiug, 

Softly  ill  an  under  tone  : 
And  sin.^nnc,'  as  if  God  had  taught  it, 
||:  -'It  is  better  farther  on.''  :|| 

3  Bj'  night  and  day  it  sings  the  same  song. 

Sings  it  while  I  sit  alone  : 
And  sings  it  so  the  heart  may  hear  it, 
II :  "It  is  better  farther  on,"  :|| 

4  It  sits  upon  the  grave  and  sings  it — 

Sings  it  when  the  heart  would  groan  ; 
And  singsitwhen  the  shadows  darken, 
11 ;  "It  is  better  farther  on."  :|| 

5  Still  farther  on  !  O  how  much  farther? 

Count  the  mile  stones  one  by  one  ; 
No  !  no  !  no  counting — only  trusting, 
||:  "It  is  better  farther  on."  :|| 

4 
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The  Bright  Forever. 


Words  by  FANNY  J.  CROSBY.   1871. 

K— N- 


HUBERT  P.  MAIN, 
From  "  Pure  Gold,"  by  per. 
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Distant  bi'uiiis,  lU;e  floods  of  <;io  -  IT,    Kill     the  soul  with  glad  snr-))iise ; 
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And  we    al  -  nitist  liear  the  e  -  clio        Of    the  pure  aiidho-ly  throii<,% 


In     the  briylit,  the  bright  fori-v  -  er,      In     tlie    sniiiiiier-laiid     of  .song. 
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On    the  banks  bevond    the  riv  -  er,  We    sliall  meet  no  more  to  sev  -  er  ; 
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The  Bright  Forever.   Concluded.    51 


III    the  bright,  the  hriyht  for  -  ev  -  er,      In     the  suintuerlutid      of  song. 
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Yet  a  little  while  we  linger, 

Ere  we  reach  our  jovirney's  end  ; 
Yet  a  little  while  to  labor. 

Ere  the  evening  shades  descend , 
Then  we'll  lay  us  down  to  slumber, 

But  the  night  will  soon  be  o'er  ; 
In  the  bright,  the  bright  forever, 

We  shall  wake  to  sleep  no  more. 
Gho. 


O  the  bliss  of  life  eternal ! 
0  the  long  unbroken  rest ! 

In  the  golden  iields  of  pleasure, 
In  the  region  of  the  blest. 

But,  to  see  our  dear  Redeemer, 
And  before  His  throne  to  fall. 

There  to  hear  His  gracious  welcome- 
Will  be  sweeter  far  than  all. 

Oho. 


Come,  Come  to  Jesus ! 


Rev.  Geo.  B.  PECK. 
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HUBERT  P.  MAIN,  by  per. 
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1  Come,  come  to  Jesus  ! 
fie  waits  to  welcome  thee, 
O  Wand'rer,  eagerly  ; 
Come,  come  to  Jesias  ! 

2  Come,  come  to  Jesus  ! 
He  waits  to  rancom  thee, 
O  Slave  !  eternally  ; 
Come,  come  to  Jesus  ! 

3  Come,  come  to  Jesus  ! 
He  waits  to  lighten  thee, 
0  Burdened  !  trustingly  ; 
Come,  come  to  Jesus  ! 


4  Come,  come  to  Jesus  ! 
He  waits  to  give  to  thee. 
O  Blind  !  a  vision  free  ; 
Come,  come  to  Jesus  ! 

5  Come,  come  to  Jesus  ! 
He  waits  to  shelter  thee, 
O  Weary  !  blessedly  ; 
Come,  come  to  Jesus  ! 

6  Come,  come  to  Jesus  ! 
He  waits  to  carry  thee, 
O  Lamb  !  so  lovingly  ; 
Come,  come  to  Jesus  1 
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The  Land  of  Beulah.  C.  M. 


Rev.  J.  HASKELL. 
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Wm.  B    BRADBURY,  by  per. 

KKFKAIN.   f" 


O  come,  iiiiyel  band,  conic,  ami  a- 
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home.  O  bear  me  away  on  your  snowy  "ings,  To  my  imir.orlal    bonie. 


V  V~vV 


1  My  latest  sun  is  sinkin<:;  fast, 

My  nice  is  nearly  run  ; 
My  strongest  trials  now  are  past, 
My  triumph  is  begun.     Refr. 

2  I  know  I'm  nearing  the  holy  ranks. 

Of  friends  and  kindred  dear, 
For  I  brush  the  dews  on  Jordan's  banks, 
The  crossing  must  be  near. — Kefr. 

3  I've  almost  gained  my  heavenly  home, 

My  spirit  loudly  s!nc;s  ; 
The  holy  ones,  behohl  they  come  ! 
I  hear  the  noise  of  wings, — Hffr. 

4  0.  bear  my  longin?:;  heart  to  Him 

Who  bled  and  died  for  me  ; 
"Whose  blood  now  cleanses  from  all  sin, 
And  gives  me  victory. — jRe/V. 


I  am  trusting,  Lord,  in  Thee.      53 


Words  by  Rev.  Wm.  Mc  DONALD 
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Wm.  G.  FISCHER,  by  per. 


Cho.  I  am  trusticig,  Lord  in  tliee,  DearLarab  of  Calvary  ;      Save  me.  Jesus,  save  me  now. 

Humbly  at  thy  cross  I  bow  ; 


1  I  am  coining  to  the  cross  ; 
I  am  poor  and  weak  and  blind  ; 

1  am  counting  all  but  dross  ; 

I  shall  full  salvation  find.    Cho. 

2  Long  my  heart  has  sigh 'd  for  thee; 
Long  has  evil  reigned  within  ; 

Jesus  sweetly  speaks  to  me, 

I  will  cleanse  you  from  all  sin.  Cho. 

3  Here  I  give  my  all  to  thee, — 
Friends,  an d  time,  and  earthly  store ; 


Soul  and  body  thine  to  be — 
Wholly  thine — forever  more. 


C!iO. 


i  In  the  promises  I  trust ; 

Now  I  feel  the  blood  applied  ; 
I  am  prostrate  in  the  dust ; 

I  with  Christ  am  crucified.     Cho, 

b  Jesus  comes  !  he  fills  my  soul ! 

Perfected  in  love  I  am  ; 
I  am  every  whit  made  whole  ; 

Glory,  glory  to  the  Lamb.    Cho. 


The  Resurrection.  8s. 


Rev.  WM.  B.  COLLIER. 


J  Tlip  aiiuels  tliat  watcli'd  round  tlie  tomb  Where  low  the  R(Mieeni!^r  \va.<!  laifl.  ) 
(  When  deep  in  mortal  -  i- ly's  gloom.  He  liid,  for  a  sea  son  li  is  head.  ^ 
D.  c.  Have  witness'd  his  risiuj^,  and  swept  Their  chords  with  the  tiiumplis  of  joy. 


That  veil'd  their  fair  forms  while  he  slept.  And  ceas'd  their  sueei  harps  to  employ, 


2  Ye  saints,  who  once  languished  below. 
But  long  since  have  entered  your  rest 

I  pant  to  be  glorified  too, 
And  lean  on  Imnianuel's  breast ; 

The  p:rave  in  wliicli  Jesus  was  laid 
Hath  bulled  my  ciillt  and  my  fears  ; 

And  while  I  contemplate  its  shade, 
The  light  of  his  presence  appears. 

3  O  !  sweet  is  tbe  season  of  rest 
When  life's  weaiy  journey  is  done; 

The  blush  that  spreads  over  its  west. 

The  last  ling'rlng  rays  of  its  snn. 
Though  dreary  the  empire  of  nigbt, 


I  soon  shall  emerge  from  its  gloom, 
And  see  immortality's  light 
Ari.se  on  the  shades  of  the  tomb. 

4  Then,  welcome  tlie  last  rending  sighs. 

When  these  aching  heait-strings  shall 
break. 
And  death  shall  extinguish  tlieseeyes. 

And  moisten  with  dew  thejiale  cheek  ; 
No  terror  the  prospect  begets; 

I  am  not  mortality's  slave; 
The  sunbeam  of  life  as  it  sets 

Leaves  a  halo  of  peace  round  tlie  grave. 
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Sweet  E,est  in  Heaven. 

Wm.  B.  BRADBURY,  by  per. 
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1. 

Come,  brethren,  don't  grow  weary, 

Bat  let  us  journey  on  : 
T)ie  J  asking  scenes  all  tell  us 

That  death  will  surely  come  ; 
The  moments  will  not  tarry  ; 

This  lit'(>  will  soon  be  gone  : 
These  bodie.s  .soon  will  moulder 

In  th'  dark  and  weary  tomb  : 

Cho. 


Loved  ones  have  gone  before  us, 

They  beckon  i;s  awa}', 
O'er  aerial  plains  they're  soaring, 

Blest  in  eternal  day  ; 
But  we  are  in  the  army. 

And  dare  not  leave  our  post  ; 
We'll  fiudit  until  we  conquer 

The  foes'  most  mighty  host.    CliO. 


3  Our  CajitaiH's  gone  before  us, 

He  kindly  calls  us  home 
To  yonder  world  of  glory. 

And  sweetlj'  bids  us  come, 
The  world,  the  flesh,  and  Satan, 

Will  strive  to  hedge  oi;r  way, 
But  we'll  o'erctnue  these  powers, 

If  we  hourly  watch  and  pray. 


Cho. 


One  more  day's  work  for  Jesus.      55 


Miss  ANNA  WARNER 


Rev.  R.  LOWRY. 
From  "  Bright  Jewels,"  by  per. 


1.  One  uioi'e  (lay's  work  for  Je-sus,  One  less     of  life  for   iiie  !  But  lieav'ii  is 

2.  One  more  day's  work  for  Je  sus:  How  glorious  is  my  King  !  'Tisjoy,  uot 
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du  -  ty,     Tii>)ieak  ills  beauty  ;    My   soul  mounts  on  ilie  uiufr  At  the  mere 
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light   Kill  all  njj  soul  to-night.        One  more  day's  work  for  Jesus,     One 
tho't  How  Christ  niv  life  has  bought. 


more  day'swork  for  Jesus,  One  more  day's  work  for  Jesus,  One  less  of  life  for  me. 
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3  One  more  clay's  work  for  Jesus ; 

How  su  eet  the  work  has  been, 

To  tell  the  storv, 

To  show  tlip  ulory, 
Where  Cliri'^f's  flock  enter  in  ! 

How  ii  did  shine 

In  tills  poor  heart  of  mine  !     Cho. 

4  One  more  day's  work  for  Jesus — 

O,  yes,  a  weary  day  ; 
But  heaven  shines  clearer 
And  rest  comes  nearer. 


At  each  step  of  the  way; 
And  Christ  in  all — 
Before  his  face  I  fall.    Cho. 

b  O.  hle.ssed  work  for  Jesus  '■ 
O,  vest  at  Jesus'  feet! 

There  toil  seems  pleasure, 

My  wants  are  treasure, 
And  pain  fen-  Him  is  sweet, 

Loi'd,  if  I  may. 

I'll  serve  another  day  '■     Oho, 
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The  Sinner  invited."    6s  St  7s. 


Words  by  Rev.  C.  B.  DAVIDSON, 


Arr.  by  Rev.  W.  Mc  DONALD. 
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1. 


Sinner,  come  will  you  go ! 

To  the  higlilauds  of  heaven? 
Where  the  storms  never  blow, 

And  the  loup;  summer's  given  : 
"Where  the  bright  blooming  flow'rs. 

Are  their  odors  emitting  ; 
And  the  leaves  of  the  bow'r.s. 

In  the  breezes  are  flitting. 

2. 

Where  the  saints  robed  in  white — 
Cleansed  in  life's  flowing  fountain ; 

Shining  beauteous  and  bright, 
Thev  inhabit  the  mountain, 


Where  no  sin,  nor  dismay, 
Neither  trouble,  nor  sorrow, 

Will  be  felt  for  a  day. 
Nor  be  feared  for  the  morrow. 

3. 

He's  prepared  thee  a  home — 

Sinner,  canst  thou  believe  it? 
And  invites  thee  to  come — 

Sinner,  wilt  thou  receive  it? 
O  come,  sinner,  come! 

For  the  tide  is  receding, 
And  the  Saviour  will  soon 

And  forever  cease  pleading. 


I  am  Thine  Own. 


Mrs  HELEN  BRADLEY, 


Rev.  A.  A.  WRIGHT. 


1  I  am  thine  own,  0  Christ  ; 

Henceforth  entirely  thine  ; 
And  life  from  this  glad  hour, 
New  life  is  mine. 

2  No  earthly  joy  can  lure 

My  quiet  soul  from  thee  : 
This  deep  delight  so  pure, 
Is  heaven  to  me. 

3  My  joyful  song  of  praise 

In  sweet  content  I  sing  : 
To  Thee  the  note  I  raise. 
My  King  !  My  King " 


4  I  cannot  tell  the  art 

By  which  such  bliss  is  given  ; 
I  know  thou  hast  my  heart, 
And  I — have  heaven. 

5  0  peace, — 0  holy  rest. 

O  balmy  breath  of  love  : 
0  heart,  diviuest,  best, — 
Thj'  depth  I  prove. 

6  I  ask  this  gift  of  Thee— 

A  life  all  lily  fair. 
And  fragrant  as  the  place 
Where  seraphs  are ! 


Revive  us  again. 
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Rev.  W.  P.  MACKEY. 

Zivel]/. 
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From  "New  Praises  of  Jesus,"  by  per. 
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Halle- !ii-J;ili  !Tliii;e  the  <;Ion',  Hulle  -  IujmIi  !  Amen.    ) 

Halle- lu-juli!  Thine  tlu' glory,  [Omit ^Reviveus  a-giiin. 
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1  We  praise  Thee  O  God  !  for  the  Son  of  Thy  love, 
For  Jesus,  who  died,  and  is  now  gone  above.     Gho. 

2  We  praise  Thee,  0  God !  for  Thy  Spirit  of  light, 

Who  has  shown  us  our  Saviour,  and  scattered  our  night.     Cbo. 

3  All  glory  and  praise  to  the  Lamb  that  was  slain, 

Who  has  borne  all  our  sins,  and  has  cleansed  every  stain.  Cho. 


Who'll  stand  up  for  Jesus?  7s  L  6s. 

Words  by  Rev.  L.  H.  Music  by  Rev.  L.  HARTSOUGH. 

By  i.er.  of  nnup  Phillips.      |    Isi.  \   'Id.  FINE. 


\    ()  wlio'll  staiiil  up  for  Je  -  sus.  The  lowly  Naz-  a  -reiie? 
^  And  rai>.i' thehlooW 


■  }  And  rai»-i'  thehloodstain'd  haiiiier  Amid  the  IOmit ]  ^  liostsof  sin? 

D.C.  All   hail  reproach  or  sorrow    If    Je-sus    [Omit ]  leads  me  there. 

CHORUS.  D.  c. 
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The     Cross  for  Christ  I'll   cher  -  isb.       Its    crn  -  ci  -   fix  -ion     bear; 


2  0  who  will  follow  Je.sus, 

Amid  reproach  and  shame? 
Where  others  shrink  or  falter, 
Who'll  glory  in  his  name? 

3  Mj'  all  to  Christ  I've  given. 

My  taleuts,  time,  and  voice. 


Myself,  my  reputation. 

The  lone  way  is  my  choice. 
4  O  Jesus,  Jesus,  Jesus, 

Mj'  all-sufficient  Friend! 

Come,  fold  me  to  thy  bosom, 
E'en  to  the  journey's  end. 
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Home  of  the  Soul. 


Mrs.  E.  H.  GATES. 
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PHILIP  PHILLIPS,  by  per. 
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roll,     \N'iiili' the  years  of    e  -  lor  -   ni  -  ty   roll ;  \\  litre  no  storms  over 
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strand, While  the  years  of  e    ter-  ni-ty  roll. 
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beat    on  the     glit  -  ter  in^  strand, While  the  years  of  e    ter-  ni-tv  roll. 


The  Lord  will  Provide. 
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C.  S.  HARRINGTON,  by  per.     E.  TOURJEE. 
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1.  In  some    way      or    ot!i-er 

2.  At  some    time     or    oth  -  er 

3.  Uespoud   theu     do   longer ; 


tile  Lord  will  provide  ;  It 
the  Lo)il  will  provide  ;  It 
the  Lnrd  will  provide  ;     And 


may  not  be  ?)ij/  way,  It  may  not  be  Ihy  way,  And  yet,  va  His 
may  not  be  )My  time. It  may  not  be  i/ty  time.  And  yet,  in  His 
this  be   the  token — No  word   be  bath  spoken  Was  ev  -  er   yet 


own  way'The  Lord  will  provide." 
own  time,  "The  Lord  will  provide." 
broken. — '*Tbe  L(jrd  will  urovide." 


March  on,  then,  right  boldly; 

the  sea  shall  divide  ; 
The  pathway  made  glorious, 
With  shoutings  victorioua, 
We'll  join  in  the  chorus, 
"The  Lord  will  provide." 

Mrs.  M.  A.  W.  COOK. 


2  Oh,  that  home  of  the  sonl  in  my  visions  and  dreams. 

Its  liright  jasper  walls  I  can  see  : 
Till  I  fancy  but  thinly  the  vail  intervenes 
II :  Between  the  fair  city  and  ine.  :|| 

Till  I  fancy,  etc. 

3  That  unchangable  home  is  for  you  and  for  me, 

Where  Jesus  of  Nazareth  stands; 
The  Kin<;;  of  all  kingdoms  forever  is  he. 

II :  And  he  holdeth  our  crowns  in  his  hands.  :|| 

The  King  of,  etc. 

4  Oh,  how  sweet  it  will  be  in  that  beautiful  laud, 

So  free  from  all  sorrow  and  pain  ; 
With  songs  on  our  lips  and  with  harps  in  our  bauds 
||:To  meet  one  another  again.  :|| 

With  songs  on,  etc. 
Tune  '•  Home  of  the  Sccl,''  od  page  5e. 
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Guide.  7s  Doutle. 


Words  and   Music  by     M.  M.  WELLS. 

FINE. 
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1. 

Holy  Spirit,  faithful  Ruide, 
Ever  near  the  Christiau's  side  ; 
Gentl}'  lead  ns  bj-  the  hand, 
Pilgrims  in  a  desert  land  ; 
\\  eary  souls  for  e'er  rejoice, 
■While  they  hear  that  sweetest  voice. 
Whisp'ring  softly,  wanderer  come  ! 
Follow  uie,  I'll  guide  thee  home, 

2. 
Ever  present,  truest  Friend, 
Ever  near  thine  aid  to  lend. 
Leave  us  not  to  doubt  and  fear. 
Groping  on  in  darkness  drear, 
When  the  storms  are  raging  sore, 
Hearts  grow  fixint.  and  hopes  give  o'er, 
Whisp'ring  softly,  wanderer  come  ! 
Follow  me,  I'll  guide  thee  home. 

3. 
When  our  days  of  toil  shall  cease. 
Waiting  still  for  sweet  release. 
Nothing  left  but  heaveu  and  prayer, 
Wond'riiig  if  our  names  were  there  ; 
Wading  deep  the  dismal  flood, 


Pleading  nought  but  Jesus'  blood  ; 
Wliispering  softly,  wanderer,  come! 
Follow  me,  I'll  guide  thee  home  ! 

WHY  WILL  YE  DIE? 

1. 

Sinners,  turn  ;  why  will  ye  die? 
God,  your  Maker,  asks  you  why? 
God,  who  did  your  being  give. 
Made  you  with  himself  to  live  ; 
He  the  fatal  cause  demands  ; 
Asks  the  work  of  his  own  hands, ^ 
Why,  ye  thankless  creatures,  why 
Will  ve  cross  his  love,  and  die  ? 


Sinners,  turn  ;  why  will  ye  die? 
God,  your  Saviour,  asks  you  why? 
He.  who  did  your  souls  retrieve, 
Di(-d  himself,  that  you  might  live, 
Will  ye  let  him  die  in  vain? 
(Jrucify  your  Lord  again? 
Whv,  ye  ransom 'd  sinners,  why 
Will  ye  slight  his  grace,  and  die? 
C.  Wesley.  1756. 


Precious  Jesus. 
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Bev.  r.  BOTTOME,  D,  D.,  by  per. 


HUBERT  P.  MAIN,  1873,  by  per. 


l~^^^^ 


Precious  Jc 


sus  !  O,  to  love  Tliee, 
Vain  the  woilti,  its  pleasure  boasliiiof, 
Bold  I  touch  thy  sacred  gariiieiit, 
(),    how  precious,  dear  lie  -  deeiiier, 


(),   to  know  that  Tlioii  art  mine  ! 
Vain  the  charms  of  life  to    me. 
Fearless  stretch  my  ea-  ger  hand  ; 
Is     the  love   that  tills  my  soul ! 

^    r>    i 


Je  -  sus,  all  my  heart  I  give  Thee,  If  Thou  wilt  hut  make  it  Thine. 
Gold  is  dross  and  rich- es  worthless.  If  they  turn  n'.y  heart  from  Thee. 
Vir  -  tue,  like  a  liealin<;'  fountain,  Fn-e-ly  flows  at  love's  command. 
It        is  done  I  The  word  is  spo- ken  !  ''IJe  thou  every  wliit  made  whole  !" 


^=tfK:r=W—if' 


3^s: 


I      I 

D.  S.  All    of    earth  and  all    of  heav-en, 


I 
All      I    want,  I    find  in  Thee. 


, 1 «— |-»-T — ^3 9 ' •■ 

.=g=i^E^i=*zz:*=:5-E» 


Take  my  warmest,  best  af  -  fee-  tioiis  ;  lake  my  memory,  mim 
Dear-er,  near- er    than  a    hroth-er,    Source  and  aim    ot    all 
Lo  '  He  turns  and  looks  up-ou      me,  With  those  wonder-spea 
Lo !     a     new  ere  -  a  -  tiou  dawning;  Lo !     I       rise     to     life 


ts=:^ 


and 

my  1 


ill; 
l.liss; 
eyes  ! 
vine. 


Then  with  all   Thy  lov  -  ing  Spir  -  it      All    my  emptied  iia  -  ture     fill. 
All      of     joy    and  all     of  sor  -  row.  Find  their  end  in  knowing    this. 
Vain  my  soul  es  -  says  to     an-  suer,  I       am    lost    in  sweet  sur  -  pi  ise  ! 
In      my  soul    an  East-  er     morning,    I  am  Christ's,  and  Chri.-t  is  mine. 


Chorus. 


:t«=:^: 


i=e: 


^ b_ in  — 


I?.  S./or  C hones. 


■If  -  sus.  Je  -  sus  !   precious  Je  -  sus  !  '1  iiou  art  ail      the  world  to   rue  ; 


^ 
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Rev,  Wm.  HUNTER 


Fm  going  Home. 


Dr.  Wm.  MILLER.    Arr.  f 


K  My  lieaveiily  lioiiie  is 
I  lls^lill'riiij;  to\>  ers  ll 


ly  lioiiie  is  hriirlitHiid  fuir:  Nor  ])iiiii,  nor  death  can  enter  there  : 
le  sun  (iiitsliine,Th:it  heavenly  mansion  sliall  be  mine. 


-9 — « — W -W 

I'm  go-inf?  home,! 'm  go-inji  home.  I'm  {roinj.: 

To  aie  no  more,     to  die  no  more,  I'm  jioing 

■^    •    -^     -g-  -g-   -^  ^'  m    ^    • 


ion\e 
home 


to  die  no  more: 
to  die  no  more. 


2  My  Father's  house  is  hnilt  on  high, 
Far,  far  aliove  the  starry  sky  ; 
When  from  this  eartlily  prisoii  free, 
Tttat  heavenly  mansion  mine  shall  he. 

I'm  goiny:  home,  etc. 

3  While  here  a  stranger,  far  from  home, 
Afthciion's  waves  may  round  me  foam  ; 
And  thoiigli  lil<e  fjazariis,  sick  and  poor, 
My  heavenly  mansion  is  secure. 

I'm  "oing  home,  etc. 


4  Let  otliers  seek  a  home  helow, 
Wliich  flames  devour,  or  waves  o'erflow; 
He  mine  the  happier  lot  to  own, 
A  heavenly  man>ion  near  the  throne. 

I'm  going  home,  etc. 
.5  Tlien  fail  this  earth,  let  .'■tars  decline, 
And  sun  and  moon  refuse  to  shine, 
All  nature  sink,  and  cease  to  lie, 
'I'hat  iieavenly  mansion  stmul's  for  me. 

I'm  going  hoii;e,  etc. 


My  Saviour,  my  almighty  Friend. 

A  Freedmen's  Melody.  Harmonized  by  S.  J.  VAIL. 


-0-'    ^0-  -0-  ^       ~  ^  D 

1.  My       Saviour,  my  al-might-y  Friend, When  I  he-  gin  thy     praise, 

2.  I  trust  in  thy 


wiiere  will  the  growing  numliers  end,— Tlie  nTinihers  of    thy       grace? 
Send  down  thv  grace,  O  hlessed   Lord.  Tlial   I  may  love  thee     more. 

*■      ^      -^        ^ 


All  for  Jesus. 
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Words  by  MARY  D.  JAMES. 

For  Male  Voices. 
1st  &  2d  Tenor. 

4_,_  ^    ^-,^_-^_^-^, ^^l 


ASA  HULL,  by  per. 

1^     S 


=1=^ 


^ 


I.  All     for  Jesus  !  all  for  Je  -  SU4  !  Ail     my    being's  raiisonrd  pow'rs; 
1st  &  2d  Bass. 


^-^- 


c\^Ji_J\       S     |N     ,S     N     ,N 


All  1113-  tlio'is  and  words  and  doings,     All    my  days  and  ail  my  liours. 


t 


^-9—^ 


N    > 


ig^V-'./-^ 


■h — k- 


:^- 


J7z:ri=J=5=J 


Fepeaf  pp  Bit.  2d  tinif 


All  my  days  and  all  my  hours. 


1^    U    I      "^  * 


^— st 


Let  my  hands  j^erfoi-m  his  bidding; 

Let  my  feet  run  in  his  ways  ; 
Let  my  eyes  see  Jesus  only  ; 

Let  my  lips  speak  forth  his  praise. 

All  for  Jesus  !  all  for  Jesus  ! 
Let  my  lips  speak  forth  his  praise. 
3. 
Worldlings  prize  their  gems  of  beauty 

Cling  to  gilded  toys  of  dust. 
Boast  of  wealth.  &  fame,  &  pleasure  ; 
Only  Jesus  will  I  trust. 

Only  Jesus  !    only  Jesus  ! 
Only  Jesus  will  I  trust. 


1 


Since  my  eyes  were  fixed  on  Jesus, 

I've  lost  sight  of  all  beside, — 
So  enchained  my  spirit's  vision, 
Looking  at  the  crucified. 

All  for  Jesus  !  all  for  Jesus  ! 
All  for  Jesus  crucified  ! 
5. 
Oh,  what  wonder  !  how  amazing  ! 

Jesus,  glorious  King  of  kings, 
Deigns  to  call  me  his  beloved. 
Let  me  rest  beneath  his  wings. 
All  for  Jesus  !  all  for  Jesus  ! 
Resting  now  beneath  his  wings. 


3. 
My  feet  shall  travel  all  the  length 

Of  the  celestial  road  ;    [strength. 
And    march    with    courage    in  thy 

To  see  the  Lord  my  God. 


Awake  !  awake  !  my  tuneful  powers, 
With  this  delightful  song  ; 

And  entertain  the  darkest  hours, 
Nor  think  the  season  long. 


Tune,  "Mt  Saviour,"  etc.,  page  02. 
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Wrestling  Jacoli. 


C.  WESLEY,  1742. 
— 1 K V 


Arr.  by  Rev.  W.  Mc  DONALD. 


Ciniie,     O     tluiu  Tniv  -  el     -     er      uiiknouii,  Whom  still    I    liolil    but 
My        com  -]i:i  -  iiv       lie    -    fore     is     gone,  And      I       am    left     a  - 


2  I  need  not  tell  thee  who  I  am, 
My  sin  and  miseiy  declare  ; 

Thyself  hast  call'd  me  by  my  name  ; 
Look  on  my  hands,  and  read  it 
there  ! 

But  who,  I  ask  thee,  who  art  thou  ? 

Tell  me  thv  name,  and  tell  me  now. 


3  In   vain 
free  ; 

I  never  will  unloose  my  hold  : 
Art  thou  the  Man  that  died  for  me? 

The  secret  of  thy  love  unfold. 
Wrestling,  I  will  not  let  thee  go, 
Till  I  thy  name,  thy  nature  know. 


Wilt  thou  not  yet  to  me  reveal 

Thy  new,  unutterable  name? 
Tell  me,  I  still  beseech  thee,  tell; 

To  know  it  now  resolved  I  am  : 
Wrestling,  I  will  not  let  thee  go, 
Till  I  thy  name,  thy  nature  know. 

What,  though  my  shrinking  flesh  complain, 
And  murmur  to  contend  so  long? 

I  rise  superior  to  mj'  pain : 

When  I  am  weak,  then  I  am  strong  : 

And  when  my  all  of  strength  shall  fail, 

I  shall  with  the  God-man  prevail. 


The  Cross. 


65 


Rev.  G.  C.  WELLS,  Arr. 


/''^k^  \~-\ — ^4 —  \>^  \  .*\'C'9\'iy-\^  9  ^'5*\ — — ^-^^ — Hi — ^>^iJh-H 


Iggiigiiiiiii 


-0-<^^ 


0  t^jff  f5^j9'^j'^  »- 


A-d.  jyjs.js." 


.A.a.^<z. 


fT_Zri£3 


1  Wli^ii  I  survey  the  wondrous  cross 

On  uliicli  tlif  I'niic-H  (if  ^liirv  dieu, 
Jly  I'iclie.st  <^A\u  I  coiinl  I'Ut  loss. 

And  pour  C"iiteni]it  on  ;dl  my  pride. 
Chouos.    Tlie  cross,  tlit-  cross,  tlie  precious  cross, 
The  wonilrous  cross  of  Je.*us, 
From  ;iil  our  sin,  its  '^iiilt  :mh1  pow'r, 

And  ev'rv  stain,  it  frees  us. 
Then  I'm  (lint;iii<;,  clingintr,  clinging, 

O,  I  111  clinsring  to  (lie  cross, 
Yes.  I  111  ehngin^,  clinging,  clinging, 
Clinging  to  the  cross. 

2  Forbid  it,  Lord,  that  I  should  boast. 

Save  in  the  de.ith  of  Christ,  my  God  ; 
Ail  the  vain  things  that  charm  me  most, 
I  sacrifice  them  to  his  blood.     Cho. 

3  See,  from  his  head,  his  hands,  his  feet, 

Sorrow  and  love  flow  mingled  down  : 
Did  e'er  such  love  and  sorrow  meet. 

Or  thorns  compose  so  rich  a  crown  ?    Clio, 

4  Were  the  whole  realm  of  nature  mine, 

That  were  a  present  far  too  sinali ; 
Love  so  amazing,  so  divine. 
Demands  my  soul,  my  life,  my  all.     Gho. 
:}j  Use  hold  in  repeat  only. 


66 


The  Rock  that  is  Higher. 


W.  G.  FISCHER,  by  por. 


:^ 


N  N 


s^*-# 


1     I    I    "^  ,   ^p  '  i     I 


9 — 0-3- 

\J      \^     1 
0,  tlie)i,  to  the  liiick  let  me  fiv,  let  ii;e  fly, 


<5>-i- 


-»     4, 


1^ 


J-Lff 0 0 0 ,-  _     -_ ^ sr 

To  tiie  Kock  that  is  liijili  -  er  than  I:  O.  then,  to    Ibe 

is  higli  -  er  r>iaii  I, 

-0 0*-0 0 0- 


V — 1/- 


-^i—\ii- 


^=^=S: 


-V— >- 


1/   ^ 

is  high  -  er  tliaii  I, 


ie=-r-~ 


Rock  let  me  flv,    let  lue  flv,    To  tlie  Rock  that  is  liisher  tliaii  I. 


P—0—0- 


1  oil,  sometiiiies  the  sliadows  me  deep,   (  But  toiling  in  life's  dusty  May, 

And  niii^h  seems  the  path  to  the  goal, |      The  Rock's  blessed shado\v,how  swoei ! 
Aim!  SOI  rows,  how  often    thev  sweep  i-r.ii         ^^'^ 

Like  tempests  down  over  the  soul  CTio.   3  Oh.  near  to  the  Rock  let  me  kpe].. 

Or  blessings,  or  sorrows  i)rev:iil  ; 

2  Oh.  sometimes  how  long  seenis  the  day,!  Or  ciimbing  the  niouiiiaiii  way  steep, 
And  soiietiiucb  Low  heavy  my  feet ; "    j      Or  wjilumg  the  shadowy  vale. 

I  Cho. — Then  quic'.;,  ic. 


Sing  to  me  of  Heaven. 
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Mrs.  M.  S.  B.  DANA,  1842. 


Dr.  Wm.  MILLER,  1854. 


1.  O       sinj^    to  me  of  lieav'ii,Wlieii  I     am  cali'd  to  die;  Sin 


■+H — 1-1'-* ' — ^  -^-  ^-  -* — *— J-  n — ^    '       '—ill    * 


soiigrs,  sing  songs  of  lio  -  ly    ee-sla  -  ry,     To  waft  my    soul  on 

■*•  •  H«-    Ht    -*■   -:2-       "^t  '  N      :1 


"■  When  cold  and  slugjrish  drops 
Koll  off  ir.v  nuirlilebrow  : 
Ij  I'leak  foitli  ll  in  s(in<r8  of  jorfulness, 
Letlieaven  begin  livlow. 

3  When  ttie  last  moment  comes, 

Oh,  wutcti  my  dyin<;  face  ; 
(|To  catch  tile  hri'^htjl  seriipliic  jrleani, 
Which  o'er  my  features  plays. 

4  Tlien  to  my  raptured  soul, 

Let  oue  sweet  sons  I'e  •j-iYen. 


Let  music  clieer||  ine  last  on  earth, 
And  <:reet  me  lirst  in  heaven. 

5  Then  close  my  sjofhtless  eyes. 

And  lay  iiie  down  to  rest, 
II  .\ih1  tohl  II  niy  ])ale  and  icy  liands 
Ujion  my  liteless  breast. 

6  Then,  round  my  senseless  clav, 

.Assemble  thof^e  I  love, 
||.\nd  sini;  of  heaven,  ||  delightful  Iieaveu, 
Jly  uhirious  home  above. 


■J^  Small  notes  for  3d,  4th,  and  6th  verses. 
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Written  1864. 

Cheerful. 


Beautiful  River. 

Words  and  Music  by  Rev.  R.  LOWRY,  by  pel . 


l.Slmllwe  ir;(tlier    at   tlie    riv  -  ev  Where hriglit  angel  feet  have  trod  ; 
2,  Oil    the  iiuugiii    of   the    riv  -  er,   Washing  up      its  sil  -  ver   spray, 


With  its  crystal  tide  for  -  ev      cr    Flo 
We  will  walk  and  worship  ev  -    er,    All 


Flowing     hv 
11  the     hay 


r^rr-1 g— f— ^•-_f— f--  f  II         ^ — e_^^_ 


the  throne  of     God  ? 
liv.  gold  -  en      (lav. 


CHOETIS.  p 

Yes,  we'll  gather  at  the   riv  -  er,    The  heauti  ful.  the  beauii  -  fill      riv  -  er  — 

^   ^-    ■*-.i*W^-*-'.-^   -^     m    .    m      m  .  a     m  .  m    m  .  »    0  rj    "^ 

-— — ; # — * — » !  U  V-#-  •  -»-r. W—^-  F—f  F-  •  -F— r-  •  -F— F- •  -F—F t~^ — \ 1 


G..t.n  r  w  ilh  the  s:iiiits  at  the    riv 


•T* — JT .  • — #—*  *-f 11 

er  That  flo«  shy  the  throne  of    God. 


■*-    •*-    ■*-    -*-      '    I  >*/ 


^  ifl 


¥^ 


3  On  I  he  bosom  of  the  river, 
Where  the  Saviour-king  we  own, 

Wf'  shall  nifiet,  and  c5orrow  never 
'Neath  the  glory  of  the  throne. 
Cho. 

4  Ere  we  reach  the  .shining  river, 
Laj-  we  every  burilen  down  ; 

Grace  our  spirits  will  deliver, 
And  provide  a  robe  and  crown. 
Cho. 


5  At  the  smiling  of  the  river. 
Rippling  with  the  Saviour's  face, 

Saints  whom  death  will  never  sever, 
Lift  their  songs  of  saving  grace. 
Cho. 

6  Soon  we'll  reach  the  shining  river, 
Soon  our  jiilgrimage  will  cease  ; 

Soon  our  happy  hearts  will  quiver 
With  the  melody  of  peace. 

Cho. 


The  Prince  of  My  Peace. 
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Words  by  Rev.  W.  F.  CRAFTS.  Music  by  W.  G.  FISCHER,  by  per. 


1.  I    stand  all   beniidered  with  won  -  <]er,     And  <;aze  on  the    o-c»an    of 

2.  I    stiiij^rgied  and  wrestled  to    win     it,       The    blessing  that  setteth  me 


I      \    I    I    \    I    r 


::?_P_^=z^_-^^_'^ 


-4, \ \ \ ^ 


^z± 


love;  And  o-ver  its  waves  to  my  s]iir  -  it   Comes  peace,  like  a  heaven  ly 
fiee  ;  But  wheul  had  ceased  from  nij' struggles,  His  peace  Jesus  save  unto 


g!.-fcs 


a^j3-^ 


^-  ■4.*. 


f^=^ 


dove, 
me. 


The  cross  now  covers  iny       sins;    The   past     is    uTider   the 


^A 


¥ 


^ 


^-^^ 


:S: 


-P-H«- 


blood  ;  I'm  trusting  iu    Je-sus  for     all;    My  will  is  the  will  of  my   God. 


-©'StS'- 


3  He  laid  His  hand  on  me  and  healed  me.    4  The  Prince  of  my  peace  is  now  passing. 
And  hade  me  he  every  "hit  whole  ;  Tiie  light  of  His  face  is  on  me ; 

I  touched  but  the  jiem  of  His  garment.       But  listen,  beloved.  He  speaketh  : 
And  glorv  came  thrilling  mv  soul  '■  My  peace  I  will  give  unto  thee." 

Refr.\  ■  Mefr. 
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The  True  Friend. 


Mndernio. 


Words  and  Music  by  W.  BENNETT,  by  per. 


-N 


-« — L* #— ^ «— L-«- — ^ 


:i^ 


^^^ b— N 1 1 


1.  Tliere     is       tio  fiieiul  like    Je  -  btis,       So     niev  -  ci  -  ful     ami  true: 


No     earth  -  ly  friend  can  give  such  aid,  Kor  from  our  loes  deliv  -  er; 


The    trustinj:  lieart  He  ne'er  lietrayed.He  bids  us  hope  for-  ev  -  er. 


-0 0- — •-  •  -•— T» — 0 — * — r* — r* — • — ^  i-  »~T  » — »      II 

U     l^     I'     1^   1/'   fc^  1^  ' 


O  sinner,  come  to  Jesus, 

Give  now  thy  wand'rings  o'er; 
And  rever.  never,  never 

Re-^ist  His  s))irit  more  : 
Put  far  awiiy  vile  unbelief. 

From  guilty  passi  mis  sever; 
And,thoiiL'h  ih  111  art  of  sinners  chief, 

He'll  give  ihee  juy  forever. 


Come  weary,  heavy  laden. 

He  will  tiiy  burden  bear  ; 
Cheer  all  thy  lonely  pathway. 

And  all  thy  sorrows  share  : 
He'll  take  thee  at  life's  ]mrtin<j;lH-eath, 

AVhen  earthly  friendships  sever  ; 
He'll  make  thee  conqu'ror  over  death, 

And  crown  thee  His  forever. 


Only  Thee. 
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FANNY  J.  CROSBY.    1S72. 


W.  H.  DOAKE. 
From  ''Eoyal  Diadem,"'  by  per. 


1.  On-  ly  Thee,  my  soul's  Redeemei' I  Whom  Lave  I      in  heaven  besitle? 


Who   on  earth,  with  love  so  ten  -  der,  All    my  wand'ring steps  will  guide? 


^^^t|==: 


^ — p — ^- 


^=f±F 


-tS>-^ 


fc^ 


On 


^ *—0^ 

ly  Tliee,      on  -  ly  Thee,     Loving     Saviour,      on  -  ly  Thee. 


2  Only  Thee  !  no  joy  I  covet 

But  the  joy  to  call  thee  mine — 
Joy  that  gives  the  blest  assurance, 

Thou  hast  owued  and  sealed  me  thine.     Oho. 

3  Only  Thee  !  I  ask  no  other  ; 

Thou  art  more  than  all  to  me  ; 
Life,  or  health,  or  creature  comfort, — 
I  would  give  them  all  for  thee.     Cko. 

4  Only  Thee,  whose  blood  has  cleansed  me, 

Would  my  raptured  vision  see, 
While  my  faith  is  reaching  upward, 
Ever  upward,  Lord  to  Theo.     Cho. 


O--- 
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Consecration. 


Words  by  MARY  D.  JAMES. 


Mrs.  JOS.  F.  KNAPP,  by  per. 
From  "  Notes  of  Joy  " 


I.   Jly  lidd  -  y,    sdui    ami    siiir  ■  it,     Je  -  .mis     I      jrive   to     Thee,     A 
:J.  (>     Jc  -  siis,  ii;ight-y      Ssv  -  ioiii,  1     trust  in   Tliy  great  name,     I 


^-• 


S— ^ 


:t::.L 


'^zr\/' 


i 


#^: 


con 
ImoI. 


.^ie  -  era  -  ted     oft' 
fur   Tbv  sal  -  va 


ring   'Itiine  ev   -  er      more     to       be. 
tioii,  'i'liv  prom  -  ise      now      I       elaiii 
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My     all       is    on      the    A\  -  i:n\    I'm    wait- in;;  for    Die      tiic, 
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Waiting,    wait- ing,   wait  -  ing,   I'm    wait- ing     for     the      fire. 


S; 


3  O  let  the  fire  descending 

Just  now  npou  my  sonl. 
Consume  mj'  humble  offering. 

And  cleanse  and  make  me  whole 
Cho. 


i  I'm  Thine,  0  blessed  Jesus. 

Washeil  by  Thy  precious  blood. 
Now  seal  me  by  Thy  Spirit 

A  sacrifice  to  God.     67iO. 


The  Blood !  the  precious  Blood.      73 


Mrs.  IT.  A.  EOLT,  1363. 


Rev.  J.  H.  STOCKTON,  by  per. 
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Oil,  the  !iloo<i  Iilie  precious  blood  .'That  Jasus  shed  for 
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me      Ip    -  on     the  cross,  iu   ciini.SDii  flood,  Just  now  hy  faith  I    see. 


The  cross  !  the  cross  !  the   blood-stained 


The  hallow'd  cross  I  see  ! 
Reminding  me  of  precious  Idood 
That  once  was  shed  for  me.     C/io. 


The  cross  !  the  cross!  tlie  heavy  cross, 

The  Saviour  bore  for  nie, 
Which  bowed  him  to  the  earth  with  grief. 

On  sad  Mount  Calvarv.    Clio. 


3. 


How  Ijoht !  how  lislit!  this  precious  cross. 

Presented  to  my  view  : 
And  wliile,  with  care,  I  take  it  up, 

Ueliuld  the  crown  n;y  due.     Cho. 

4. 
The  crown  !  the  crown  !  the  glorious  crown  1 

The  crown  of  victorv  ! 
The  crown  of  life  !  if  shall  be  mine 

When  .Tesus  I  shall  see.     Oho. 


My  tears,  unbidden,  seem  to  flow 

For  love,  unbounded  love, 
Which  giiides  me  through  this  world  of  woe. 

And  points  to  joys  above.     Cko. 
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Sweet  Rest. 


Rev.  F.  EOTTOMR    D.  D. 


SIR  HENRY  R.  BISHOP. 
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Rest,  rest,  sweet,  sweet  rest,  In  liie  bosom  of  Je -sustliereoii-ly     is    rest. 
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1  0,  ye  that  are  weary  and  laden  of  soiil, 

Come,  come  to  the  fountain  that  maketh  yon  whole. 
There's  peace  in  believing,  there's  rest  in  His  name. 
There's  healing  for  all  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb.      Cho. 

2  O  cease  from  your  anguish  ye  toilers  for  life. 
For  vain  is  your  labor  and  fruitless  your  strife. 
No  hope  can  they  bring  you,  no  joy  to  your  heart, 
None,  none  bxit  the  Saviour  can  resting  impart.     Cho. 

3  Then  come  to  the  Saviour  ye  weary  and  worn. 
Your  biirdens  and  sorrows  for  you  he  hath  borne. 
No  anguish  that  pierceth  but  pierced  him  before, 

No  thorn  is  so  sharp  as  the  crown  which  he  wore.     Chx), 

4t  Best,  rest  blessed  Jesus,  0  sweet  rest  at  last. 
Like  calm  on  the  ocean  when  tempest  is  past  ; 
The  morning-light  breaketh  in  joy  from  above, 
And  illumines  my  soul  with  His  rainbow  of  love.     Cho. 


Sweet  Hour  of  Prayer. 
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Words  by  Kev.  V/.  W    WALFORD,  1849.    Wm.  B.  BEADBXTRY,  by  per. 

S/oin 


And  bids    me     at      my  Fatliei-'s  throne,  Sfjike  all  my  wants  and  wishes  known 
0.  S.  And   oft     escaped    the  tempter's  snare.   By    thy    return,  sweet  hour  of  prayer 
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In     sea-sons  of     distress      and  ftrief,  Hy  S'^ul  has  oft   -  en  found  re-licf  ; 
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D.  S. 


Ai'd  oft     escaped     the  tempter's  snare.  By  thy      return,  sweet  hour  of  prayer. 


S\\  cetliourof  pr.aver!  sweet  lionrof  pray-  Sweet  hour  of  prayer !  sweet  hour  of  pi  ay- 

Thy  ■i\  ill  ITS  .sliaU  my  petition  bfar,        [er  !  May  I  tliy  Cdiisolation  sliare;  |er! 

Til  liiin  wlio.se  truth  ami  faitlifuliiess,  Till,  fnnii  Mount  Pisj^Hli's  lofly  liei^rht, 

Eii';;ige  the  waiting  soul  to  bless;  I  view  my  Imne,  and  take  niv  tiiuhl  : 


Ami  since  he  liiiis  me  seek  liis  face, 
Heiieve  liis  word,  and  trust  his  grace, 
|]:  I'll  cast  on  him  my  every  care. 
4iid  wail  for  thee,  sweet  hour  of  prayer.: 


This  robe  of  flesh  I'll  drop,  and  rise 
To  seize  tlie  eveilastiiig  piize  ; 
||:  And  shout,  while  passing  th'o'  the  air, 
Farewell,  farewell,  sweet  hour  of  prayer,: 


76       Jesus,  I  my  Cross  have  taken. 


HENRY  r.  LYTE,  1825. 


Air,  Mozart.  Arr.  by  H.  P,  M. 


1.     Je  -  sus,  I    my  cross  have  tak-en,  All     to  leave  ami    fol  -  low  thee  ; 
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N;ik  -eil.  poor,  despised,  for-  sak  ■  en.  TIkiu  fi-oni  hence.  ni3'all  s-hall  be  : 
D  s.  Yet  how  rich  is     uiy    cou  -  di  -  tiuii !  (Jod  and  heaven  are  still  my  owu. 
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Per  -  isli   ev'-ery  fond    am     Id  tion,  All  I've  sought,  or  hoped,  orknown  ; 
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^  Lot  the  M  orUl  despise  and  leave  me, 
They  liMve  left  my  Saviour,  too  ; 
Human  hearts  and  looks  deceive  me; 

Tiiou  art  not,  lil^e  them,  untrue  : 
And  wliile  tiiou  shalt  smile  upon  me, 

God  of  wisdom,  love,  and  uiipht, 
Foes  may  hate, and  triends  may  scorn  me; 
Show  thy  face  and  all  is  bright. 

3  Man  may  trouble  and  distress  me, 
'Twill  but  drive  me  to  thy  breast; 
Life  with  trials  hard  may  press  me, 
Heaven  will  bring  me  sweeter  rest. 


Oh  !  'li«  not  in  grief  to  liarm  me 
Wliile  thy  love  is  left  to  me  . 

Oh  !  'twere  not  in  joy  to  charm  me, 
Were  that  joy  unmixed  with  thee. 

•1  Soul,  then  know  thy  full  salvation, 

Ilise  o'er  sin,  and  fear,  and  care, 
Joy  to  tind  in  every  station 

Something  still  to  do  or  bear. 
Soon  shall  close  thy  earthly  mission, 

Soon  shall  jiass  tiij'  pilgrim  days  ; 
Hope  shall  change  to  glad  fruition, 

Kaith  to  eight,  and  prayer  to  praise. 


He  leadeth  Me. 
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Rev.  JOS.  H.  GILMORE. 


Wm  B  BRADBURY,  by  per. 
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Whate'er    1     do,  where'er     I  be.  Still 'ti^  God's  huml  thai  Ifaiii.ili  mi' I 
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His    faithful  follower    I   woiiM  bo,  For    by    his    hand  he      leadeth  me. 


fc 
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Soinetime.s  'mid  scenes  of  deepest 

gloom, 
Soiuetimes    where    Eden's    borders 

bloom, 
By  waters  still,  o'er  troubled  sea. — 
Still  'tis  his  hand  that  leadeth  me. 

Eejr. 


Lord.  I   would  clasp  thy  hand   in 

mine, 
Nor  ever  mtirmur  nor  repine — 
Content,  whatever  lot  I  see, 
Since    'tis    my    God    that    leadeth 

me.    Eefr. 


And  when  my  task  on  earth  is  done, 
When,  by  thy  grace,  the  victory's  won, 
E'en  death's  cold  wave  I  will  not  flee, 
Since  God  through  Jordan  leadeth  me.     Befr. 
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Fear  the  Cross. 


FANNY  CROSBY.  18(59. 

-N— 


W.  H.  DOANE 
From  "  Songs  of  Devotion,"  by  per. 
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1.  Je  ■  sns    keep   iiie    near  the  cross,    There  a      precious  Fomi  -  tain, 
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III        the  Cross.    In       the  Cross,    Be       my     pi 
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Till    niv    raptiireri     sou 
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2  Near  the  Cross,  a  trembling  soul, 
Love  and  mercy  found  me  ; 

There  the  hriij;ht  and  morning  star 
Shed  its  beams  around  me.    Cho. 


all  find     IJest    he  -  V(i?;<i    the    riv 


3  Near  the  Cross  !  oh.  Lamb  of  God, 
Bring  its  scenes  before  me  ; 
Help  me  walk  from  day  to  day 
With  its  shadow  o'er  me.   Cho, 


4  Near  the  Gross  I'll  watch  and  wait 
Hoping,  trusting  ever. 
Till  I  reach  the  golden  strand, 
Just  beyond  the  river,     Vho. 


My  Goal  is  Christ. 
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S.  J.  VAIL,  by  per. 


1.  Ah,  tell  uie     not      of  gold  or   tieasiKP,  Of  pomp  ami  beauty  Lere  on 
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eartli  !  Tlieie's  not  a  lliincr  that  gives  me  pleasure  Of  all  the  worlil  ilisplars  for 


EEFEAIN. 
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woitli.  Each  heart  «ill  seek  ami  love    Us  own  ;     My  ?oal     is       Cluist, 
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and  Christ  a  -  hme.      My  j^nal     is     CMmst,  and       Clirist     a     -     lono. 


2  The  world   and  her  pursuits  will 

perish  ; 
Pier  beauty's  fading  like  a  flower: 
The  brightest  schemes  the  earth  can 
cherish 
Are  but  the  pastime  of  an  hour. 
Each  heart,  etc. 

3  Against  this  tower  there's  no  pre- 

vailing ; 
Iliti  king;dom  passes  not  away  ; 


His  throne  abides,  despite  assailing. 
From  henceforth  unto  endless  day. 
Each  heart,  etc. 

4  And  tho'  a  pilgrim  I  must  wander. 
Still  absent  from  tlie  ()ne  I  love. 

He  soon  will  have  me  with  him  yon  d  e  r 
In  his  own  glory-realms  above. 

Triumphantly  I  therefore  own, 

1 1 :  My  uoal  is'  Christ,  and  Christ  a- 
lone.  :!1 


so 


The  Old,  Old  Story. 


KATE  HANKEY. 


W.  H.  DOANE,  by  per. 


1.  Tell    iiic    tbe  old,  olil   slo  -   ry      Of  iiii -seen tilings    a    -    buvi',       Of 

2.  Tell    me    the   sto  -  rv    slow  -  Iv.    That  I      luav  take    it         in. —    Tliat 


Je- stis  anil  liis    t'lo- rv.   Of  .le  •  mis  .■uid  liis  I(iv,> 
wonder-ful   redi-niptiDii,  (Jud  sifniedy      for  sin. 
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Tell  nie    the   sto  -  ry 
Tell  1110    the   sto  -  rv 
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simply,    As     to      a       lit  -  tic  child,    F.ir    I    am   weak  iind    v\  ea- I'v,  And 
of- ten,  For    I       for  -  net   so   soon,    Tiie'"eaiiy   dew"  of    iiioriiiiisj  Has 
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help  less  ;iiT;i    de    tiled.       Tell  me  till- old,  old  sto  -  ry,    Tell  me  the  old,  old 
passd  a  -  wav   at   noon.       Tell  nie,  &c'. 
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sto  ■   vv,      T^ll  nie    the  old.  old   sto   -   ly    Of    Je-sus 
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Almost  Persuaded. 
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Words  and  Music  by  P.  P.  BLISS,  hy  per. 


-■     -  •  • 

I.  "Al  -  most  persiiad  -  ed"     now    to    be  -  lieve  ;     "Almost  persuiul  -  eil  " 


"Almost  persuaded"  come,  come  to- 
day ; 
"  Almost  persuaded. "  turn  notavvay. 
Jesus  iuvites  rou  here, 
Angels  are  liiig'ring  uear, 
Praj'ers  rise  from  hearts  so  dear  ; 
O  wand'rer,  come ! 


3. 

' '  Almost  persuaded, "  harvest  is  past ; 
"Almost  persuaded"  doom  comes  at 
last! 

"Almost"  cauuot  avail  ; 

"Almost"  is  but  to  fail ! 

Sad,  sad  that  bitter  wail — 

"Almost,  hut  lost  f 


3. 

Tell  me  the  story  softly, 

With  earnest  tones,  and  grave  ; 
Kemember  !  I'm  the  sinner 

Whom  Jesus  came  to  save. 
Tell  me  that  story  always, 

If  you  would  really  be. 
In  any  time  of  trouble, 

A  comforter  to  me. 


Tell  me  the  same  old  story, 

Wheu  you  have  cause  to  fear 
That  this  world's  empty  glory 

Is  costing  me  too  dear. 
Yes,  and  when  that  world's  glory 

Is  drawing  on  my  soul, 
Tell  me  the  old.  old  story  : 

"Christ  Jesus  makes  thee  whole." 


Tune  on  page  80. 


82        I  am  Waiting  by  the  River. 


Wm.  O.  GUSHING. 


Dr.  Thos.   HASTINGS. 


1.     I      am    wait  •  iiii;  by  tlie    riv  -    er,     Ami  my  heart  has  waited   long; 
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'  Where  the  wick-  ed  cease  from  trmil)  -  liii 


Ai.d  the  wea  -  ry    be    at      rest. 


Fill'  away  beyond  the  shadows 

Of  this  weary  vale  of  tears, 
There  the  tide  of  bliss  is  sweepinc; 

Thronjjh  the  bright  and  chaugekss 
years  ; 
O  !  I  long  to  be  with  Jesus, 

In  the  mansions  of  the  blest, 
"  Where  the  wicked  cease  from  trou- 
bling, 

And  the  weary  be  at  rest," 


They  are  launching  on  the  river, 

From  the  calm  and  quiet  shore. 
And  they  soon  will  tiear  my  spirit 

Where  the  weary  sigh  no  more  ; 
For  the  tide  is  swiftly  flowing. 

And  I  long  to  greet  the  blest, 
"Where  the  wicked  cease  from  trou- 
bling, 

And  the  weary  be  at  rest," 


If  to  Jesus  for  Relief. 
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Eev.  JOHN  NEWTON 

,V"^  tnofnst 


HUBERT  P.  MAIN,  1873,   by  per. 
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1.  If       to     Je  -  siis     for      re- lii-f      3Iy     soul    li;is    EliI   by     iiruTTr, 

2.  While  1    kiiowliis     jnov  •  ideiice      Dis  -  pos  -  es    each    e    -    vent, 

JS. 


Why  tliciuhl  I    uive  way    to     <rrief,      Or   lieart-consuin  -  iii<:      ciue.' 
Shall    I  juilire  by     fee  -  ble  tense,    And  yield    to    dis  •  con  -  tent? 
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Are  not    all  tbm 
Sii;uio\\  s  if     bt- 


;s  in     his  hand  ?  .And  has  he    not  hs     promise   pa>se(i  ? 
kind-Iy  fied.    And  ver-dtirpclotlie  in  rich    ar  -  ray, 
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Will    he   then  re  ■  jrard-less  stand.  And   let    me    sink     at       lasi  ? 
Can     he     see     a     cliild    in  need.    And  turn  his    eyes    a   -    way  ? 


-«-^#- 


When  His  name  was  quite  unknown, 

And  sin  my  life  employed  ; 
Then  He  watched  me  as  His  own, 

Or  I  had  been  destroyed  : 
Now  his  mercy-seat  I  know. 

And  now,  by  grace,  am  reconcil'd ; 
Would  he  spare  me  while  a  foe, 

To  leave  me  when  a  child? 


If  he  shed  his  precious  blood 

To  bring  me  to  his  fold, 
Can  I  think  that  meaner  good 

He    ever  will  withold? 
Vain  the  tempters  dark  device ! 
For  here  my  hope  rests  w  ell  assured, 
In  that  great  redemption  price 

I  see  the  whole  secured. 
"Gospel  Magazine,"  May,  1775. 
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Nothing  but  Leaves, 


Mrs.  LTJCY  E.  AKEKMAN.  Alt. 


S.  J.  VAIL,  hy  per. 


1.  Nothing  but  leaves,  tlie  spirit  grieves  Over   u  Avast  -  ed    life;    O'er 
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sins  iiidiilged,  Avliile  conscience  slept,  O'er  vows  and  promises  unkept.  And 
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reaps  from  years  of  strife —       Nothing  but  leaves,     Koiiiiiig  but  leaves. 
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2  Nothing  but  leaves,  no  gathered  sheaves, 

Of  life's  fair  ripening  grain  ; 
AY<!  sow  our  seeds,  io  !  tares  and  weeds, 
AVords,  Id/e  words,  for  earnest  deeds, 

We  reap  -with  toil  and  pain, — 

II:  Notliing  but  leaves!  :ll 

3  Nothing  but  leaves,  sad  memory  weaves. 

No  vail  to  hide  the  past, 
And  as  we  trace  our  weary  way. 
Counting  eacli  lost  and  misspent  day 

Sadly  we  find  at  last — 

II:  Nothing  but  leaves  !  :ll 

4  Ah  !  who  shall  thus  the  Master  meet, 

IJearing  but  withered  leaves? 
All !  who  sliall  at  the  Savicmr's  feet. 
Before  the  awful  judgment-seat, 

Lav  down,  for  golden  sheaves, 

11:  Nothing  but  Teaves  !  :ll 


Tell  me,  Jesus. 
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Words  by  D.  T.  M. 


Music  by  D.  T.  MACFARLAN. 


I.     Tt'll  iiip,  .le  -  siis.     ti'U   me  now 
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Wilt  thou  come  and  thiTi-  a-biile,     While   I      see     thy 


o   peiied  side; 
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Pourinu  forth  the  sticamsof    life,       Giv-iinrstrc-nuth  .iiiii  ciiil-  iiig  strife  ! 
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2  If  I  yield  myself  to  thee, 
Wilt  thou  come  direct  to  me, 
And  within  thy  loving  arras 
Cause  my  heart  to  feel  thy  charms  ? 
Wilt  thou,  O  my  precious  Lord, 
Give  me  comfort  by  thy  word, 

By  thy  truth  great  joy  impart 
To  my  poor  and  throbbing  heart  ? 

3  Hark  !  I  hear  my  Saviour  say. 
Come,  my  child,  oh.  come  this  way  ; 
Tiilvc  my  hand,  and  walk  with  me 
In  the  path  I  trod  for  thee  ; 


Look  by  faith  and  .'^ee  the  blood 
Sj^rinkled  on  the  thorny  road  ; 
See,  my  child,  each  step  I  trod 
Brings  thee  nearer  to  thy  God. 

4  Give  thy  heart,  thyself  to  me, 
Give  whate'er  I  ask  of  thee  ; 
Yield  up  all  without  restraint. 
Free  from  murmur  or  complaint  ; 
Then  I'll  take  that  heart  of  thine, 
And  with  perfect  love  divine, 
Make  it  new  and  pure  within. 
Spotless  from  all  inbred  sin. 
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I  am  coming,  Lord! 


Words  by  Rev.  L.  H. 


Music  by  Rev.  L.  HARTSOUGH,  by  per. 

Of  Philip  Phillu's. 
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1.  I  liearthv  welcome  voice,  Tliul  calls  me,  Lord,  to  tliee  ;  Foicleniisiii";  in  tliy 
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Coniins  now  to  tliee  !  Wash  me,  cleanse  nie,  in  the  bh>od  That  flow'd  on  Calvary  ! 
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2. 

Though  coming  weak  and  vile. 
Thou  dost  my  strength  assure  ; 

Tliou  dost  my  vileuess  fully  cleanse. 
Till  spotless  all,  and  pure. 

3. 

'Tis  .Jesus  calls  me  on 

To  ]ierfect  fiiitb  and  love, 

Til  perfect  hope, and  peace,and  trust, 
i'or  earth  and  heaven  above. 


And  he  the  witness  gives 

To  loyal  hearts  and  free. 
That  every  promise  is  fulfilled, 

If  faith  but  brings  the  plea. 

5. 

All  hail !  atoning  blood  ! 

All  hail !  redeeming  grace  ! 
All  hail !  the  gift  of  Christ,  our  Lord, 

Our  strength  and  righteousness. 


I'm  Happy. 
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Arr  by  S.  J.  VAIL. 


1.  I'm  liaiM)V,  I'm  li.Tiii>y,    O  uondrousaccdunt!  iMy  jo\s:irt.  iinu.intul ;  I 


St  iiiil  .III  tlietiiouiit!  I  ^^azeciii  in v  treasure.  And  long  to  be  tiiere,\Vitli  J.-.-us  mid 


:     2  O  .Testis,  ir.y  Saviour, 

VViih  tiiee  I  am  lilest! 
Mv  I  fe  and  salvation, 

My  joy  and  my  rest! 
Tliy  name  lie  niy  llieme, 

,Aiid  thy  love  be  my  song, 
Thy  jriaee  sli.iil  iii>pire 

iiuth  my  heuil  and  my  tongue. 


Look,  look  to  Jesus ! 


Rev.  E.  P.  HAMMOND    1873 

-fVH— f^ 


HUBERT  P.  MAIN,  by  per. 
From  '•  Song  Evangel." 

N 


1  Look,  look  to  Jesus  ! 
Behold  a  fountain  free 
Is  open  there  for  thee  ! 

Look,  look  to  Jesus  ! 

2  Look,  look  to  Jesus ! 
For  thee  he  intercefles, — 

His  bloo(l  for  thee  now  pleads,— 
Look,  look  to  Jesus  ! 


3  Look,  look  to  Jesus  ! 
He's  calling  now  for  thee  ; 
Poor  sinner,  look  to  me, — 

Look,  look  to  Jesus  ! 

4  Look,  look  to  Jesus  ! 

If  thou  would'st  live  above 
Where  all  is  peace  and  love, 
Look,  look  to  Jesus  ! 
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There's  a  land  far  away. 


*  Words  by  JAS.  G.  CLARK. 


Arr,  by  H.  P.  MAIN. 


/Ti'ere's  a     land     far    a 
'■\A\'lieie  llie  pure   wa  -ters 
D.  C.  Wliere  the  way  -  wea-ry 


way  'mill  tiie  stars  we  are  tol.l,  Where  they 
flow,  thro'  Die  val  -  leys  of  gold.  And  wliere 
trav  -  el  -  er  reach- es   Lis  goal.  On     tl\e 


know  not  the  sor  -  r\^'9  of  time 
life  is  a  trea  -  sure  sublime 
ev  -     er  -  green  inoimtains  of  life. 


\  'Tis  the  laud   of  our  God— 'tis  the 


WW* 


hoir.e  of  the  soul,  Where  the  a  -    ges  of  splendor    e-  ter  -  nal- ly  rol 


2  Here  or.r  gaze  can  not  soar  to  tliat  beantiiul  laud, 

But  our  visions  have  told  of  its  bliss  ; 
And  onr  souls  by  the  jijale  from  its  gardens  are  fauued. 

When  we  faint  in  tiie  desei'ts  of  this. 
And  we  sometimes  have  longed  for  its  holy  repose 

When  onr  hearts  have  been  rent  with  temptations  .and  woes, 
And  we've  drank  from  the  tide  of  the  river  that  flows 

From  the  ever-green  mountains  of  life. 

3  Oh  the  stars  never  tread  the  blue  heavens  at  night, 

But  we  think  where  the  ransomed  have  trod  : 
And  the  day  never  smiles  from  his  palace  of  light, 

But  we  feel  the  bright  smile  of  our  God. 
We  are  traveling  home  thro'  earth's  changes  and  gloom. 

To  a  region  where  pleasures  unchauL'ingly  bloom. 
And  our  guide  is  the  glory  that  shines  thro'  the  tomb, 

From  the  ever-green  mountains  of  life. 
*  Used  by  permission  of  0.  Ditson  &  Co.,  owners  of  copyright. 


Mary  Magdalen. 
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I.  B.  WOODBUKY,  Arr. 


1.  To  the  liiill     of  the  feast  came  tlie  siii-ful  and  fiiir;  Slie  hearil  in  the 
2.  Tlie  frown  and  tlie  nmnnur  went  round  tliro'  them  all,     Tliat  one  so  uii  - 


ci  •  ty     that  Je  -  sns     was  tlieie  ;  Un  -  }ieed-ing      the    splendor     that 
hallowed  shouhl  tread  in  tliat  hall  ;   And  some  said    the    poor  would  be 
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lazed  on  the  board,  She     si  -  lent  -  ly        knelt  at      the      feet  of  the 
oh  ■  jects  more  meet,  As  the  wealth  of  lier    per  fume  she  sliowei'd  on  his 
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Lord,  She      si    -  lent  -  ly       knell     at     the       feet     of      tlie     Lord. 
feel.  As  the  wealth  of    lier    per  -  fume  she  sliowerM  on  his      feet. 


it 


3  She  beard  but  the  Saviour  ;  she  spoke  but  with  sighs  ; 
She  dare  not  look  \\p  to  the  heaven  of  his  eyes  : 

And  the  hot  tears  gnsh'd  forth  at  each  heave  of  her  breast, 
As  her  lips  to  his  sandals  were  throbbingly  pressed. 

4  In  the  sky.  after  tempest,  as  shiueth  the  bow. 

In  tlie  glance  of  the  sunbeam,  as  melteth  the  snow 
He  looked  on  that  lost  one  :  "her  sins  were  forgiven," 
And  Mary  went  forth  in  the  beauty  of  heaven. 
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Believer.  C.  M. 


Rev.  J.  NEWTON,  1779. 


Arr.  by  HUBERT  P.  MAIN,  1855. 


I.  How  sweet  the  nameiif  Jesussoumls  In  abeliever's   ear;    It  soothes  his  sorrows, 
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|-;6-|ir— r'K^-r-"] ^ 


_2  It  makes  the  wounded  spirit  whole, 
And  cahiis  the  Irouhleii  breast; 
T'is-iiiHiiiia  to  tiie  hiiiiory  soul 
And  to  the  weary,  rest. 


leaU  his  wounds.  And  drives  away  his  fear. 3  j)gar   Name,    the    Rock    on   which    I 

^^  ^"'  -t— --'^^■>*^   ^^#w n         ^'.V  shield  and  hnlmir  place  ; 

-#^T ^T'^.fl     My  never-fuiiing  treasure  filled 

With  boundlefcS  stores  of  grace. 
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A  Jesus,  mv  Slieplienl,  Saviour,   Friend,  5  I  would  thy  boundless  love  proclaim 

My  Prophet,  Priest,  and  Kin<r.  Willi  every  fleetin<r  breath  ; 

My  Lord,  my  Life,  mv  Way,  my  End,  So  slialltlie  niu^ic  of  thy  name 

Accept  the  praise  1  bring.  Kefiesh  my  soul  in  death. 

Hamburg.  L.  M. 

CHARLOTTE  ELLIOTT,  1836.  Arr.  by  Dr.  L.  MASON. 


1.  Ju.st  as     I     am,    without  one  plea,  But  that  thy  blood  was  shed  fiir  me, 
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And  tliat  thou  bidst  me  come  to   thee,  O  Lamb  of  God  !  I  come.     I     ciune  ! 

12^E 


2  Ju-it  as  I  am,  and  waiting  not 
To  lid  my  soul  of  one  dark  blot. 

To  thee,  wliose  bbiod  can  cleanse  each  spot, 
O  Lamb  of  God!  I  ccni.e,  I  come! 

3  Just  as  I  Hiii.  though  tossed  about, 
With  many  a  conflict,  many  a  douiit, 
Fightings  and  IVars  within,  without. 

O  Lamb  of  God  !  I  come,  I  come  ! 


4  Ju.ef  as  I  am,  ))oor,  wretched,  blind, 
Si^ht,  lich'es,  healing    of  the  mind. 
Yea,  all  I  nee<l,  in  thee  to  find, 

O  Laiiib  of  God  !  I  come,  I  come! 

5  .Inst  as  I  am  ;  lliou  wilt  receive. 
Wilt  welcome,  pardon,  cleanse,  relieve; 
Because  thy  promise  I  lielicve, 

O  Lamb  of  God  !  I  come,  I  come 


Jesus  Loves  Even  Me. 
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Words  and  Music  by  P.  P.  BLISS,  by  per. 
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I       am  so     ^lail    thai  our 

W'oii-dei-  -  fill   thiiit;s  ill  llie 
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V:<  -  ilifi-   ill   he  iveii,  IVlls   of      liis 
IVi   -  lile       I      i-ee,         Tliis    is      the 
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ove       ill         the     Book   lie      lias  j:iveii  ;    } 
loves  me.       ) 


dear  -  est,      tliy.t      Je  -  sus    1<; 
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I      am      so     glad      that 
»         m         m         a  ■*» 
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Je   -   sus      loves    me 


Je  -  siis    loves  me, 


.^p-r. 


i    loves  nie. 


I    am   so  giful  that     Jesusloves  me,    Je- sus  loves  e   -  vcii    iii 


2  Though  I  forget  him  and  wander  away. 
Kindly  he  follows  wherever  I  stray  ; 
Back  to  his  de^r  loving  arms  would  I  flee. 
When  I  remember  that  Jesus  loves  me.    CliO, 

3  Oh,  if  there's  only  one  song  I  can  sing, 
When  in  his  beauty  I  see  the  great  King, 
This  shall  my  song  in  eternitj'  be. 

Oh,  what  a  wonder  that  Jesus  loves  me.     Cho, 
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Love  of  Jesus,  all  Divine. 


Words  by  Dr.  F.  BOTTOME. 


Old  Melody. 


^:^ii: 


I.     Love   of    Jl' -  sus,     ;ul      (li-viiie.    Fill  tliis   loiigiuij    liciirt  of  iniiie ; 
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Ct.-a.-.fk'.-s  .sini'^L;liiii;    alt  ■  ei'    life.     Wea  -  ry  with  tliu      end-less  strife. 


Leaii  nie   to      my  loii<;-sou<;ht  rest.  Pillowed  on     tliy     lov  ■  in.ij  breast. 


Tboii  alone  my  trust  shall  be, 
Thou  alone  caust  comfort  me  ; 
Only,  Jesns,  let  thy  <,'nice 
r>e  iny  shield  and  hiding-place  ; 
L't  me  know  thy  savinp;  power 
In  temptation's  fiercest  hour  ; 
Tnf'.i,  my  Savioiir,  at  thy  side 
Let  me  evermore  abide. 


Thon  bast  wrought  this  fond  desire, 
Kindjed  here  this  sacred  fire, 
Weaned  my  heart  from  all  below, 
Thee,  and  thee  alone  to  know  ; 
Thou  who  hast  inspired  the  cry, 
Thoii  alone  canst  satisfy  ; 
Love  of  Jesus,  all  divine. 
Fill  this  louLJiug  heart  of  mine. 


And  Can  it  Be  ? 
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ReT.  CHAS.  WESLEY. 


JER.  INGALLS,  1805.     Arr. 
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J    <  Aii(i    Ciiii     it     be  that    I  slmiilil  g:aiii  An  int'rest  in    tlie  Savioin's  bloci 
(  Died   111' for  me,  wliocausdliis  pain  ?  For  me,  wbo  him  to  litatli  pursueii 


ood  ' 


love!    Low  can  it    be  that  thou, ni}  Lord  shouldst  diefor 


nie  ?    A  -  mazing  love  !  how  can  it  be  That  thou,  my  Lord,  shouldst  die  for  me  t 


^m 
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'Tis  myst'ry  all,  th' Immortal  dies  ! 
Who  can  explore  his  strange  de- 
sign? 
In  vain  the  first-born  seraph  tries 
To  sound  the  depths  of  love  di- 
vine ; 
'Tis  mercy  all !  let  earth  adore  : 
Let  angel  minds  inquire  no  more. 

3. 

He  left  his  Father's  throne  above  ; 

(So  free,  so  infinite  his  grace  !) 
Emptied  hiraself  of  all  but  love, 

And  bled   for    Adam's    heljDless 
race; 
Tis  mercy  all,  immense  and  free. 

For  0,  my  God,  it  found  out  me ! 


Long  my  imprisoned  spirit  lay 
Fast  bound  in  sin  and  nature's  night; 
Thine  eyes  difi'us'd  a  quick'ning  ray: 
I  woke  ;  the  dungeon  flamed  with 
light  ; 
My  chain  fell  oflf,my  heart  was  free — 
I  rose,  went,  forth  and  followed 
thee. 

5. 
No  condemnation  now  I  dread  ; 
Jesus,  with  all  in  him,  is  mine  ; 
Alive  in  him,  my  living  Head. 
And  clothed  in  righteousness  di- 
vine, 
Bold  I  approach  th'  eternal  throne 
And  claim  the  crown  thro'  Christ 
my  own. 


94    Like  the  Sound  of  many  Waters. 


FANNY  J.  CROSBY,  1873, 

A-  I    !    ?N 


HUBERT  P.  MAIN,  by  per. 
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1.     Like tliesdiuiil  of   iiiu-iiv  WHteis      Koliiiig     on,     tliro' a  -  ges  long; 
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In     a      tide    of     nipune  iireakiiii^, —  Harl<  !tlie  niiglity  clio    rai    song! 
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Hill  -  le  -  hi  -  jail  !  lial  -  lo  -  In  -  jail  !    Lei  llie  lieavenlv  por  -  tals   ring! 
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Clirislis     boTTT,  the  Prince  of  glo-ry  !  Christ  the  Lord,  Messiah,   King! 


Lo  !  the  Morning  Star  appeareth. 
O'er  the  world  His  beams  are  cast; 

He  the  Alpha  and  Omega,- 

He,  the  Great,  the  First  the  Last ! 
Hallelujah,  etc. 

3. 
Clap  your  hands  with  exultation  ! 
Sing  aloud,  rejoice  with  uiirth, 


Peace  her  silver  wing  hath  folded:— 
Lo  !  she  comes  to  dwell  on  earth ! 
Hallelujah,  etc. 
4. 
Saviour,  not  with  costly  treasure, 

Do  we  gather  at  Thy  throne. 
All  we  have,  our  hearts  we  give  Thee,  — 
Consecrate  them  Thine  alone. 
Hallelujah,  etc. 


Rest  for  the  Weary. 
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Bev.  SAM'T.  Y.  HARMER,  1856. 


S.e-7.  W.  McDonald.  1858    by  pec 
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1.     Ill      tlie  Cliriiiiaii's  lioinein  ;;1<>  -  ly.  There  re  -  mains  a   land  of     rest; 
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'rueie  n:y  .Savimii's  tr<ine  lie  -  fore   nie,     To      ful   -fill   my  soul's  request. 


Tlicre  13        nst       for     the     ^^  e.i-ry,  Tin-re  is      rest     for     tlie     ven-ry, 
On     the     iitli- or  side     of      Jordan,      In     the    nwt-et  fields  of       E  -  den, 


There  is        re."-t 
Where  ihe   tree  of      life      is     bloominj,'.  Tlieie  is      rest       for     y 


for    tlie    wea  -  ry,  There  is      rest       for     you.     ) 
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He  is  fitting;  tip  my  mansion, 
Which  eternally  shall  stand  ; 

For  my  stay  shall  not  be  transient, 
In  that  holy,  happy  land. 

o. 

Pain  nor  sickness  ne'er  shall  enter, 
Grief  nor  woe  mj'  lot  shall  share  ; 

But  in  that  celestial  center 
I  a  crown  of  life  shall  wear. 


Death  itselfshall  then  be  vanquished, 

And  his  sting  shall  be  withdrawn  ; 
Shont  for  gladness,  oh  ye  ransomed, 

Hail  with  joy  the  rising  morn, 
5. 
Sing,  oh  sing,  ye  heirs  of  glory ! 

Shottt  your  triumph  as  yon  go  \ 
Zion's  gate  will  open  for  yon. 

'ion  shall  findan entrance  through. 


96  Carrie. 

O.  WESLEY,   1742. 


7s,  6s  L  8s. 


HUBERT  P.  MAIN,  by  per. 

FINE. 


Viiiii,  tie  -  111-  sive  world,  adieu, 
On   -  ly      Je-  sus       I     pursue, 
1>.  C.  On   -  Iv     Je  ■  sus     vill    1    know 


With    all   of  creature 
Who  boujilit  me  wiili  Ids 
And    Jesus     cm  -  ci    -   tied. 


2  Other  knowledge  I  disdain  ; 

'Tis  all  but  vanity  : 
Christ  the  Lamb  of  God,  was  slain,— 

He  tasted  death  for  nie. 
Me  to  save  from  endless  woe, 

The  sin-atoning  Victim  died  : 
Only  Jesus  will  1  know. 

And  Jesus  cruciiied: 


C.  WESLEY,  1749. 


3  Here  will  I  set  up  my  rest ; 

My  fluctuating  heart 
Froui  the  haven  of  his  breast 

Shall  never  more  depart : 
Whither  should  a  sinner  go? 

His  wounds  for  me  stand  open  wide 
Only  Jesus  will  I  know, 

And  Jesus  crucified. 

PenitGnce.         w.  h.  oakley. 


-^T-T^^T 


FIXE  I  I 


1  Jesus,  let  thy  pitying  eye 
Call  back  a  wand'riug  sheep 

False  to  thee,  like  Peter,  I 
Would  faiu  like  Peter  weep. 


Let  me  be  by  grace  restored  : 
On  me  be  all  long  sufifering  shown 

Turn,  and  look  upon  me.  Lord, 
And  break  my  heart  of  stone. 


I  Love  Thee.  lis.  97 

JER.  INGALLS,  1805.  Arr.  by  HUBERT  P.  MAIN. 


^4 


1.  I       lovclhee,  1     luve  thee,  1       li>\;elhee,  my  Lord  ; 


I      luve  tliee,  iiiv 


that  thou  dostkuow  ;  But  how  much    1 


love  thee   I 


uev • er  can  show. 


r-e^^t^^ 


\±    f.    S.   ^        f.^ 


^ng^a 


2  I'm  happy,  I'm  happy,  O'wondrous  account ! 
My  joys  are  immortal ;  I  stand  on  the  mount ! 
I  gaze  on  my  treasure,  and  long  to  be  there, 
With  Jesus  and  angels,  my  kindred  so  dear. 

8  O  Jesus,  my  Saviour,  with  thee  I  am  blest ! 
My  life  and  salvation,  my  joy  and  my  rest ! 
Thy  name  be  my  theme,  and  thy  love  be  my  song, 
Tiiy  grace  shall  inspire  both  my  heart  and  my  tongue. 

4  0,  who's  like  my  Saviour  ?  He's  Salem's  bright  King  ; 
He  smiles,  and  He  loves  me,  and  helps  me  to  sing ; 
I'll  praise  him,  I'll  praise  him  with  notes  loud  and  shrill, 
While  rivei'S  of  pleasure  my  spirit  doth  fill. 


2. 
Saviour,  Prince,  enthroned  above. 

Repentance  to  impart. 
Give  me,  through  thy  dying  love. 

The  humble,  contrite  heart  : 
Give  what  I  have  long  implored, 

A  portion  of  thy  grief  unknown 
Turn,  and  look  upon  me,  Lord, 

Aud  break  my  heart  of  stone. 


For  thine  own  compassion's  sake, 

The  gracious  wonder  show  ; 
Cast  my  sins  behind  th}'  back. 

And  wash  me  white  as  snow  ; 
If  thy  bowels  now  are  stirr'd. 

If  now  I  do  my  myself  bemoan, 
Turn,  and  look  upon  me,  Ijord, 

And  break  my  heart  of  stone. 


Tunc,  Penitence,  page  96. 


98       I  am  waiting  for  the  Saviour. 


Rev.  F.  BOTTOME,  D.  D.  1873. 


C.  W.  SANDERS. 


am  waitiii"  for  ilie     Saviour,  And    uiv  lieait  lias  waitc'il  In 


With  tliv  glorious  presence  rlieer 


•4 


-t^^-v- 


me, speak,  aiirl  let  there  now  be  liglit. 


^W—f^ 


iHD 


2  Long  my  troubled  sonl  lias  waited 
Low  in  abject  sorrow  bowed  ; 

Will  he  never  hear  mv  crying? 
Will  he  never  lift  the  cloud  ?  Cho. 

3  All  the  worhl  is  filled  with  wonder 
At  his  mighty  deeds  of  grace  ; 

Devils  at  his  presence  tremble, 
Darkness  flies  before  his  face.    Cho. 

4  Art  thon  coming,  0  my  Saviour? 
i)o  I  hear  thy  sacred  voice  ? 


Shall  my  sightless  eyes  behold  thee  ? 
Shall  my  weeping  soul  rejoice?  Cho. 

5  Hark !  Hecallsme !  lo !  thehealing, 

Balm  and  bliissing  at  his  word  ! 
Light  thro'  all  my  senses  stealing, 

Lo  !  I  look  upon  my  Lord  ! 
Cho.  — O  thou  Son  of  David  hear  me, 
Let  me  never  lose  the  sight, 
Keep,  O  keep  me  ever  near  thee, 
Bathing  in  the  hallowed  light 


The  Surrender. 
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C.  WESLEY,  1749. 


WEISENTHAL. 


FUow  oft  have  Uhe  Spirit  gnevM.Since  first  witli  me  he  strove;  How  obsiiiiutely 


disbelieved,  Ami  trampled  on  Lis  love  !  llo'.v  liiive  I  siiin'd  atrain&t  tlie  light;  liro- 


"h 


ceil  from  his  embnu-e;  Ami  v.ouM  not  when  I  freely  might  He  justified  by  grace. 


2  But  after  all  that  I  have  done 

To  drive  him  from  my  heart, 
The  Spirit  leaves  me  not  alone, — 

He  doth  not  yet  depart  ; 
He  will  not  give  the  sinner  o'er; 

Ready  e'en  now  to  save, 
He  bids  me  come  as  lierelofore, 

That  I  his  grace  may  have. 


3  I  take  thee  at  thy  gracious  word; 

My  foolishness  1  mourn  ; 
And  unto  my  redeeming  Lord, 

However  late,  I  turn. 
Saviour.  I  yield,  I  yield  at  last ; 

I  hear  thy  sjieaking  blood; 
Myself,  with  all  my  sins,  I  cast 

On  my  atoning  God. 


(Tune,  ZioN.) 


1  Guide  me,  O  thou  great  Jehovah. 

Pilgrim  through  this  barren  land; 
1  am  weak,  but  thou  art  mighty, 
Hold  me  with  thy  powerful  hand; 

Bread  of  heaven. 
Feed  me  till  I  want  no  more. 

2  Open  now  the  crystal  founl*in, 

Whence  the  he"alii'.g  streams  do  flow  ; 
Let  the  fiery,  cloudy  pillar, 


Lead  me  all  my  journey  through  ; 

Strong  Deliverer, 
Be  thou  still  my  strength  and  shield. 
3  When  I  tread  the  verge  of  Jordan, 
Bid  my  anxious  fears  subside  ; 
Bear  me  tliro'  the  swelling  current, 
Land  me  safe  on  Cannaii's  side  ; 

Songs  of  praises 
I  will  ever  give  to  thee. 

Wm.  AVilliams,  1774. 
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The  Solid  Rock.  L.  M. 


E.  MOTE. 


Wm.  B.  BRADBURY,  by  por, 

N     I 


^ 


tf 0 « *\ « ^ « 


1.  My  Lope  is  built  on    nothing  less  Tliaii  Jesus' blood  and  riybteousness  ; 


'^-- 


9-^i^^G^K^; 


t.  ^ 


1 — r 


-V— f- 


t^: 


^— •— 4- 


V— t^ 


I     dare  not  trust  tbf  s"  eetest  frame, But  ^^  bolly  lean  on      Je  -  sus'  name  ; 


511 


^—^ 


*-    ^  ^  *-    #•    t^fit:.    ♦ 


H»=i*- 


^— # — «- 


v—^- 


-y-i^ 


On  Christ,  the  Sol  -    id     Rock,  I     stand  ;  All       oth  -  er  ground       is 


5; 


i 


111 


-J 1 1 — 

sink  -  ing       sand,     Ail      oth    -  er    gi'ound      is  sink  ■  ni;j;      sand. 


_i 1 


When  darkness  seems  to  veil  His  face, 
I  rest  on  His  imchangiutr  grace  ; 
In  every  high  and  stormy  gale. 
My  anchor  holds  within  the  vale  : 

On  ClnMst,the  Solid  Rock, I  stand; 

All  other  ground  is  sinking  sand. 


3. 

His  oath,  His  covenant,  and  blood, 
Support  me  in  the  whelming  flood  : 
When  all  around  my  soul  gives  way. 
He  then  i.s  all  my  hope  and  stay  : 
On  Christ, the  Solid  Rock.  I  stand 
All  other  ground  is  sinking  sand 


Full  Salvation. 
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Words  by  LOUISE  M.  ROUSE. 


Music  by  Miss  DORA  BOOLE. 


iiPiSi 


oil !  the  cleansing:  blood  lias  reached  me,  Glory,  glo  -  ry    to     the  LauiU 


Glo-ry,   glo-  ry,  Je  •  .-us  snves  me, 


J t_, MV-^ fS— K T 1 


Glory,    glo  -  ry    to     the  Lamb  ! 


^&m^?^^ 


la-ioaclied  nie,  Gloi 


Oh  !the  clcaiisiiiiT  blood  ha- 1  cached  nie,  Glory. 


mi 


P=^ 


V    •    ^ 


ry  to     the  I^Liinb. 


2  Long  my  yearning  heart  was  trying 
To  enjoy  this  pertVct  rest ; 

But  I  gave  all  trying  over  : 

Simply  trusting,!  was  blest. — Cho- 

3  Trusting,  trusting  every  moment ; 
Feeling  now  the  blood  applied  ; 

Lying  at  the  cleansing;  fountain  ; 
Dwelling  in  my  Saviour's  side.  — 
Cho. 

4  Consecrated  to  thy  service, 
I  will  live  and  die  to  thee  : 


I  will  witness  to  thy  glory 
Of  salvation  fall  and  free,- 


-Cha. 


5  Yes,  I  will  stand  up  for  Jesus  : 
He  has  sweetly  saved  my  soul, 

Cleansed  me  from  inbred  corruption, 

Sanctified,  and  made  me  whole,— 

Cho. 

6  Glory  to  the  blood  that  bought  me ! 
Glory  to  its  cleansing  power ! 

Glory  to  the  blood  that  keeps  me  I 
Glory,  glory,  evermore! — Cho. 


102  Jesus  is  Mine.  6s  5^  4s. 

H.  BONAR. 


THEO.  E.  PERKINS,  by  per. 


^^^^^^^^ 


1.  Fade,  fade  eacb  earthly  ju}',  Jesus     is    mine  !  Break  ev'rv  tender  tie, 

D.  s.  Je  -  sus  alone  can  bless, 


7 — *.— 5— 5-L<&'-i 


siis  is  mine  I  Daik  is  the  wilderness,  Earth  has  no  resting  place, 
sus  is  nuue  I 


2  Tempt  not  my  soul  away, 

Jesns  is  mine ! 
Here  would  I  ever  stay, 

Jesus  is  mine ! 
Perishing  tilings  of  clay, 
Born  but  for  one  brief  day, 
Pass  from  my  heart  away, 

Jesus  is  mine  ! 


3  Farewell  ye  dreams  of  night, 

Jesus  is  mine  ! 
Lost  in  this  dawning  bright, 

Jesus  is  mine  ! 
All  that  my  soul  has  tried, 
Left  but  a  dismal  void, 
Jesus  has  satisfied, 

Jesus  is  mine  ! 


Even  He.  8s,  7s  &  3. 


Mrs.  E.  CODNER,  1860. 


Wm.  B.  BRADBURY,  by  per. 


Lord,  I  hear    of  shou  'rs  of  liles.-.in5r,Thou  art  scatt'ring  fidl  and  free— 
the  thirsty     land  re-freshiii>j-,  lictsome  droppings  fall  on  nie —  ' 


E  -  veil  lue,         E  -  veu     me,       Let  some  droppings  fall  on    me. 

I    ^_ .    :^:    ^    :&  •       I        ^     ^  ^  X  S-' 

-0 — (S-      -     ■ 


Bless  me  now. 
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ALEXANDER  CLAHK. 
Pittsburgh,  Pa. 

I'cnderli/. 


EOBEET  LOWBY. 
From  '' Royal  Diadem,"  by  per. 


I.  Heavenly  Fallier,    bless  me  now  ;     At    tlie  on.ss  of  Cljrist    I   bow; 

■^      "  -^    -^    -^  h#  -r  •   -^    ■*-  ^    -f-  .-f-    -f-  f- 

-# — i ^ — TT — -^ — r  E — ^i — • — t: — n L    I 


t=^i=^^^ 


Take  my  guilt  ami  grief    a  -  wav  ;  Hear  and  heal  me  now,         I     pray. 


Ij:ess  me  now,     liless  me  now,  Heavenly  Fa  -  llier,  bless     me     now. 


2  Now.  0  Lord  !  this  very  lioiir,        I  While  I  look,  ami  as  I  cry. 
Send  thy  grace  and  show  thy  power;]  Touch  and  cleanse  me  ere  I  die 


While  I  rest  tipon  thy  word, 
Couie  and  bless  me  now,  O  Lord  ! 
Befr. 
3  Now,  jnst  now,  for  Jesus'  sake. 
Lift  the  clouds,  the  fetters  break  ; 


Refr. 

4  Never  did  I  so  adore 
Jesus  Christ,  tliy  Son,  before  ; 
Now  the  time  !  and  this  the  place ! 
Gracious  Father,  show  thy  grace. 

liefr. 


2  Pass  me  not.  O  God,  my  Fatlier  ! 
Sinful  tliougli  my  heart  may  be ; 

Thou  miglit'.st  leave  me,  but  the  rather 
Let  thy  mercy  light  on  me — 
Even  me. 

3  Pass  me  not,  O  gracious  Saviour  ! 
Let  tne  live  and  cling  to  thee; 

For  I'm  longiuiJ'  for  thy  favor; 
Whilst  ihou'it  calling,  oh  !  call  me— 
Even  me. 


4  Have  1  long  in  sin  been  sleeping — 
Long  been  slighting,grievi!ig  thee? 

Has  the  world  my  heart  been  kecpinjj? 
Oh  I  forgive  and  rescue  me — 
Even  me. 

5  Pass  me  not,  O  mighty  Spirit! 
Thou  canf.t  make  the  blind  to  see  ; 

Witnesser  of  Jesus'  merit, 

Speak  some  word  of  power  to  me — 
Even  me. 


Tune,  "  Even  Me,"  page  102. 
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Come  nearer  Jesus. 


Words  by  FABER. 


Arr.  by  S.  J.  VAIL. 


1.  There's  a  wide  -  ness   in   God's  mer-cy.       Like    tht  wi.le- ness  if      the   sea 
i.   lhere'3  no  place  where  earthly   s«rrow3       ^re   more  lei  I   than  up    in  heaven 


There;sa   kind -ness   in      his   jus-tice      Which   is    more  tlian  lib  -  or  -  tv 
There  s  no  jilace  where  eartlily   fiilin-s      Have    such  kindly  judgment  given. 
-'^      •*-■*•  -^    -9-  -^-       -^9-      -^  i9-  II 


:  ~^ —  aiztz:'^-^^ 


^EfE^teJEEE^I-E^ 


Refrain. 


3  For  tlie  love  of  God  is  broader 

Than  the  measure  of  niuii's  mind; 
And  tlie  heart  of  tlie  Eternal 
Is  most  wonderfully  kind.  Mefr. 

4  But  we  make  liis  love  too  narrow 

I5y  false  liniits  of  our  own  ; 
And  we  masrnify  his  strictness 

With  a  zeal  he  will  not  own.    Refr. 


5  Piuingf  souls  !  come  nearer  Jesus  ; 

Come,  but  come  not  doubting  thus, 
Coiiip  with  faith  that  trusts  more  freely 
His  g;reat  tenderness  for  us.  Mefr. 

6  If  onr  love  were  but  more  simple 

We  should  take  liim  at  liis  word  ; 
And  our  lives  would  be  all  sunshine 
In  the  sweetness  of  our  Lord.  Rcfr. 


GOD  IS  LOVE. 


1  God  is  love  ;  his  mercy  brightens 

All  the  path  in  which  vee  rove  ; 
Bliss  he  wakes,  and  «oe  he  hghtens; 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love.   Befr. 

2  Chance  ami  chancre  are  busy  ever; 

Man  decays,  ami  aires  move  ; 
But  his  mercy  w  anetli  never; 
<i"d  is  wisdom   God  is  love.    Refr. 


3  E'en  the  Lour  that  darkest  seemeth. 

Will  his  chanjreless  Koodm-ss  prove; 
From  t  he  gloom  his  brightness  st  i  eanieth ; 
God  is  wisdom.  God  is  love.   Refr. 

4  He  with  earthly  cares  enfwineth 

Hope  and  comfort  from  above  : 
Everywhere  his  glory  sbineth; 
G(j(l  is  wisdom,  (rod  is  love.  Refr, 

J.   BOW&IKU. 


Eathlun.    8s  &  7s. 
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SIS  JOHN  BOWEING,  1823, 


ITHAMAR  CONKEY. 


a^ 


^' #ft  »-#^4y&'i» Wtf* 


3  When  the  sun  of  bliss  is  beaming 
Light  and  love  upon  my  way, 


1  In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory, 
Towering  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time  ; 

All  the  light  of  sacred  story 

Gathers  round  its  head  sublime. 

2  When  the  woes  of  life  o'ertake  me, 
Hopes  deceive  and  fears  annoy, 

Never  shall  the  Cross  forsake  me; 
Lo  !  it  glows  with  peace  and  joy. 

I  From  the  Cross  the  radiance  stream- 
Adds  new  lustre  to  the  day.  [iug. 


LUCY  LARCOM. 


Aletta.  7s. 

Wm.  B.  BRADBURY,  by  per. 


1.    Ilfaveiily  Father,      I    would  wear      An  -  <;el-garmenl?,  wliite  aud  fair; 


An  -  gel- ves -tui-e,  nil  -  tie  -  filed       Wilt  tliou  give  iin  -  to    tliy  child. 


2  Take  the  raiment  soiled  away. 
That  I  wear  wjih  slianie  to-day  ; 
Give  my  angel  I'obes  to  me, 

•  White  \\\\\\  heaven's  oun  purity. 
3  Tai<e  away  my  cloak  of  jiride, 
Aud  the  worthless  rags  'twould  hide 


Clotlie  rae  in  my  angel  dress, 
Beautiful  with  holiness. 
4  Let  me  wear  the  white  robes  here. 
E'en  on  earth,  my  Father  dear, 
Tioliling  fast  tliy  hand,  and  so, 
Through  the  world  unspotted  go 
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Only  just  across  the  Rivsr ! 

H.  Di 
Jewel 


Wm.  H.  DOANE. 
Words  by  Mrs   M.  A.  KIDDER.  From  "Bright  Jewels,"  by  per. 

■1  I  2 


t_i      _L_j , '       .     s  >'  !^ 


i2iE:3zii 


Oiilv  Just  aci-..^>llie  river,     ()v-eroii  tlio  other  s^iiii-,  ) 
VVhei-e  tlieaii;;ulsarf  in  waitint^.  Ami  tlie  pure )  in  heart  abide  : 


-^-^- 


.arSc^ 


^ 


i 


Wlieretliereis  no  pain  or    sori-ou-      To    intrude  oi»  heavenly  rest,     On- ly 


•tr-fe 


V — I- 


_«=?- 


"V  ^  /.111  /-vl'  * 


just  across  l]ie  riv  er,  Si  and  the  mansions  of  tlie  Idcst.    Only  Just  acro.^s  the 

^^ : ,  t  — z:f^=|aT^=t^3zT?±»z£zz»5F=:^[i;-l:z^=5:  "f ,  =1 


-x-j^ 


-^.j 


v-N 


liv   er,  Where  the  saints  nre  passing  over,  On  -  Ij-  just  across  tlie  riv-  er, 


O  -  ver   on  the  oth-  er   side. 

— ,-*-*H«-r^-:-^-^— •   '•' 


T- 3^1  Only  just  across  the  river. 

-^.•JXJJ      Are  the  friends  we  loved  below, 

TZ)'' Chill  ii;  ]iure  and  spotles.s  j,^ariiients, 

Tliat  are  whiter  than  the  snow; 
They  have  braved  cold  Jordan's  billows, 
And  have  pass'd  thro'  death's  alarms, 
They  are  free  from  every  sorrow. 
In  the  Saviour's  loving  anus,  Cho. 


Atide  with  Me ! 
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FANNY  J.  CROSBY,  1865. 


SYLVESTER  MAIN,  1865. 


iHife 


i 

1.     Je  -sus,  Saviour,  hear  my  cull,        Sin  -  ful  tliougli  my  heartma3-be, 


Thou,    my    life,       my  hope,  my      all,       Loid,    a  -  bide   with  me. 


2  Lonely  in  a  stranger  land, 
Cast  nie  not  away  from  thee, 

Lead  me  by  thy  gentle  hand, 
Lord,  abide  with  me. 

3  Thou  hast  died  the  lost  to  save. 
Died  to  set  the  captive  free, 

Thou  didst  triumph  o'er  the  grave, 
Lord,  abide  with  me. 

4  Fill  me  with  thy  love  divine, 
Consecrate  my  life  to  thee, 


Bend  my  stubborn  will  to  thine. 
Lord,  abide  with  me. 

5  When  the  shades  of  death  prevail, 
Father,  let  me  clim,'  to  thee  ; 

When  I  pass  the  gloomy  vale, 
Still  abide  with  me. 

6  Then,  0  then,  my  raptured  soul 
Heaven'seternal  rest  shall  see  ; 

There,  while  endless  ages  roll, 
Live  and  reign  with  theo. 


Tune,   "Only  just  Across  the  River."    Page  106. 


3  Only  just  across  the  river. 

Where  the  hills  of  glory  shine, 
There  the  pearly  gates  unfolding. 

Lead  the  soul  to  joy  divine. 
There  the  tree  of  life  is  blooming, 

And  the  living  waters  glide. 
Only  jHst  across  the  river. 

Over  ou  the  other  side.     Cho. 


4  Only  just  acroas  the  river 

Are  the  robes  of  spotless  white  ; 
Only  just  across  the  river 

Are  the  crowns  of  glory  bright. 
And  the  saints  and  angels  joining 

In  the  songs  with  one  accord, 
Only  just  across  the  river. 

Slug  the  praises  of  the  Lord.  Cho. 


108 

Rev.   F.  W.  FABER. 


Pate. 


t^y^: 


Miss  CARRIE  Mc  DONALD, 


1,  DenrLonl  thy  loviiigcri-e.-itnt'SSftvcrlies,    Outside  us  like  a  ImuiidU-ss  »ea, 
2.  Thus  doth  tliy  giaiideur  inal-^e  us  grand  ourselves,  'Tiojjoodiiess  always  bids  us 
^  fear  • 


-9  ' 


^^M^^E£^ 


, — -!v 


-^^= 


VVe  cannot  lose  oursilves  where  all  is  Iionie  Nor  drift    a  -  wav  from  thee. 
Tliv  gieatiiess  jnakesus  brave  as  childii-ii  are  When  those  I  hey  love  are  near. 


3.  f  4. 

Great  God!  our  lowliness  takes  heart  Then  on  Thy  grandeur  I  will  lay  me 


to  play 

Beneath  the  shadow  of  Thy  state, 
The  only  comlort  of  our  littleness, 
Is  that  Thou  art  so  great. 


down  ; 

Already  life  is  heaven  for  me  ; 
No  cradled  child  more  softly  lies  than 
I, —         Come  soon  eternity  ! 


TMne,  Lord,  forever ! 

W   BENNETT,  1863.  HUBERT  P.  IVTATTV,  by  per. 


is^i 


1,    Tliiiip,  Lord,  forev  -  er,     Purchased  by  blood  di- vine,     Rescued  and 
1.    Thine,  Lord,  torev  ■  er-,     'I'luo' storm  and  tenijiest  w:ld,     Trusting'    COM- 
:3,   Tliiiie,  Lord,  forev  -  er,  Clieeied  hv  thy  precious  word,  Tljro'  darkness, 

ii'  A.  I 


— r  c^ — rj' — 1 3      w 


ijiizs: 


-Si'- 


■^ 


saved    by   ihee,    Lord,    I       am    thine, 
fi  -  ding-  ly,          I      am     thy   child, 
doubts,  and  fears  ;  Thine,  thine.  ()  Lord 
-#-^-# — 6> \ 0-.-s-^-'9 


Thine,  Lord,  forever, 

Tho'  death  shall  lay  ine  low, 
Eeii  in  that  dreadful  hour, 

Thine,  Lord,  I  kuow. 

5. 
Thine,  Lord,  forever. 

When  safe  before  thy  tliroua 
ei  more 
alone. 


2^^T|       w  nen  saie  oe 

— -tj  I  stand,  for  evei 
\\      Thine,  ihii.e. 


Beloved.  Us  &  8s. 
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JOS.  SWAIN,  1792. 


FREEMAN  LEWIS,  1813.  Arr. 


1.  O       Tliou,    ill    whose  pres  -  eiice  my    soul  takes  ile  -  light,       On 

2.  Where  (h.st   thou    at      no^m  ■  ti^e     le  -  sort    with  thy    sheep,      To 


m 


song    in      the  iiij^ht,     My        hope,   my      sal  -  va  -  tioii,  my      all. 
death  should  I  weep,      Or  a  -  lone       in       the    wil  -  der  -  iiess  rove  ? 

-0 — ri9^-0 


in 


=F= 


E 


-«>-' 

-t^-* 


i 


3  0,"hy  should  I  wander,  an  alien  from 
thee, 
Or  cry  in  the  desert  for  bread  ? 
Thy  foes  will  rejoice  when  my  sorrows  they 
see, 
And  smile  at  the  tears  I  have  shed. 


4  He  looks,  and  ten  thousands  of  angels 
rejoice, 
And  myriads  wait  for  his  word  ; 
He  speaks,  and  eternity,  fill'd  with  big 
voice, 
Re-echoes  the  praise  of  the  Lord. 


Retreat.  L.  M. 


3. 


From  every  stormy  wind  that  blows, 
From  every  swelling  tide  of  woes, 
There  is  a  calm,  a  sure  retreat ; 
'T  is  found  beneath  the  mercy-seat. 

2. 
There  is  a  place  where  Jesus  sheds 
The  oil  of  gladness  on  our  heads — 
A  place  than  all  besides,  more  sweet ; 
It  is  the  blood-bought  mercy  seat. 


There  is  a  scene  where  spirits  blend, 
Where  friend  holds  fellowship  with 

friend ; 
Tho'  sundered  far,by  faith  they  meet 
Around  one  common  mercj^-seat. 

4. 
Therq„.jjaere,  on  eagle  wings  we  soar. 
And  sin  and  sense  molest  no  more  ; 
And  heaven  comes  down  our  soals  to 

greet. 
And  glory  crowns  the  mercy-seat. 
Hugh  Stowell,  18:;8. 


no 


Let  Me  Go ! 


Words  by  Rev.  L.  H. 


Rev.  L  HARTSOUGH,  by  per. 


wliere  ,-aints  are  jioiiig,      To     tlie  malll^i()Ils  of  the  blest; 
2.  Let     me  go  w  licie  none  are  wean,    Wiieie  is  raised  no  «  a\l  uf  woe. 

(2- 


P-  • -s — S — ^— r  ^ — a-r-i—*-  *  -»-ra   .   ^ — ^ — ^- 


-0 — a- 

Let     me   jro  w  lien- my  Re  -  deeiner 
Let     me  j:o  ami  Watlie  my  j-pir- it 


I  would  Kfii'i  ttie  realms  of  briglitness,  Where  they  ilwell  for  ever-  more, 
Let  ii.e   <;(),    for    bliss  e  -  ter  -  iial      Lures   my    soul    a  -  "iiy,  a-way, 


Cho. — Let     me    go,     'lis  Je  -  sus  calls  me,    Let    me   gain  the  realms  of  day  ; 


\  Mould  join  the  fiiemls  that  wail  me  0  -  vev    on      the  oth-er  sliore. 
And  the  vic-tor's  soii^   tri-umiihant,  Thrills  my  heart.  I  can-  not  stay. 


#-r^ 


:Sfct^ 


:2^ 


^— I*- 


-^± 


SgH^ 


-H- 


Bear 


!i-  sel 


innions. 


Longs  my  soul 


to 


a  -  way. 


"^  Let  me  go,  why  should  I  tarry  ? 

What  has  earth  to  bind  me  here? 
What,  but  cares  and  toils  and  sorrow: 

Wliat,  but  death  and  pain  and  fear 
Let  me  go,  for  liopes  most  oherish'd 

Blasted  round  me  often  lie, 
O  !  I've  gathered  brightest  flowers 

But  to  see  them  fade  and  die. 


4  Let  me  go  where  tears  and  sighing 

Are  forever  more  unknown. 
Where  tiie  joyous  songs  of  glory 

Call  me  to  a  happier  home. 
Let  me  go — I'd  cease  this  dying, 

I  would  gain  life's  fairer  plains, 
Lei  me  join  the  myriad  iiarpers. 

Let  me  ebant  their  rapturous  strains. 


I  know  Thou  art  gone !         Ill 


Mrs  MARY  S.  B.  DANA. 


;^_q!CT:iP  J- .  — N-t — 1— P 


Wm.  B.  BRADBURY,  by  per. 


1. 1  know  thou  art  },'oiic  to  tlii'loine  of  tliy  rest,  TIrii  why  ^hould  my  soul  he  so  sad  ; 


^  [jrlad. 

I  know  thou  art  gone  w  here  the  weary  are  blest,  Au.l  the  mourner  looks  up  ami  is 


,^>^^.H« 


■fi--^- 


^-4=? 


fcs=F=^4S^ 


t? 


i 


I    nev-er  look  up  with  a  wish  to  the  sky,  But  a  iiyht  like  ihy  heanty  is  there  ; 


teglPl^iSig^ 


And  I  hear  a  low  niurniur  like  thine  in  reply, When  I  pour  out  my  spirit  fn  prayer 


-/•^.-^•^^^• 


iPk'i   I  T~r^-^^ 


2  In  thy  farawavhome,wheresoe'eritmay 
he," 
I  know  thou  hast  visions  of  mine  ; 
And  my  heart  hath  revealiTifjs  of  thine 
and  of  thee, 
I;i  many  a  token  and  sigh. 
I  never  look  up,  etc. 


3  In  the  hush  of  the  night,  on  the  waste  of 
the  sea. 
Or  alone  with  the  breeze  on  the  hill ; 
I  have  ever  a  presence  that  whispers  of 
thee, 
And  my  spirit  lies  down  and  is  still. 
I  never  look  up,  ttc. 
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Harp.  C.  M. 


STEPHEN  JENKS.  (-     1856)  1803. 


^g 


I.  Be- hold    Uie       Sav-inurof      mankind   N'ail'd  to      the     sliame  -  fill  tree 


-*  0,1^ ^-r 


-f^ 


f=^ 


^-^ 


=»=)£ 


m 


Ilow  vast    the     luve    that  him     in  -  clined  'I'd      bleed    and    die       for  tlioe  I 


a — ^,£2 — ^f 


^ 


#^ 


^ 


t: 


2  Hark,   liow  he  groans,    wLile   nature 

shakes, 

And  earth's  strong  pillars  bend  : 
Tlie  temple's  vail  in  sunder  breaks, — 
Tiie  solid  marbles  rend. 

3  'Tis  done'  tlie  precious  ransom's  paid  ! 

Keceive  my  soul  I  He  cries; 


See  where  he  bows  his  sacred  liead; 

lie  bows  liis  head  and  dies. 
But  soon  he'll   break   death's   envioua 

chain, 

And  in  full  glory  shine: 
O  Lamb  of  God,  was  ever  pain, 

Was  ever  love,  like  thine? 


Cross  and  Crown.  C.  M. 


GEO.  N.  ALLEN,  1849. 


1,  Must   Je  -   sus   bear   the    cross    a-  lone,    And  all    the    world  go  free? 


5:-!?ii:: 


~F 


a— A—  (!2_i 


I) 


:d=i 


— I 0 — 0  -0- .  ~0r->r}ri '■ 


cross    for    ev   -  ery   one,      And  there's  a  cross  for     ni.. 


sa 


2  How  liiippy  are  the  saints  above, 
Wild  once  went  sori'im  nij;  here  ; 
J5\il  now  tbcy  taste  niiniingled  love 
And  joy  without  a  tear. 


1$  The  consecrnted  cross  I'll 

Tdl  death  shall  set  me  /rec; 
A\n\  ibcn  go  liome  my  ciown  to  wear, 
For  there's  i^  crown  for  me  ! 


Rest.  L.  M. 
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MARGARET  MACKAY,  183: 


Wm,  B.  BRADBURY,  by  per. 


I.   A-slt-ep  ill  Jc  -Riis  !  liit'ssed  sleep  !  From  which  none  ever  wake  t<>  we^p: 
'J.   A->le(ii  ill  Jt' -sii-l    oh,  how  sweet  To  li«»  fur  such  ;i    s-himlier  meet  ! 


A  calm  iiini  nil  distiirheii  repose,     Uiiliiok-eii     hy  the  l:ist     of    foes. 
\\  lili  lio-iv  Con  -  ii  -deuce  to  siii":.  That  death  has  lost  iiis  veiioiiied  siiiij;! 


y  Asleep  ill  Jesus  !  peaceful  rest! 
Whose  wakitv4  is  suprcmelr  Mest; 
No  feiir,  no  woe.  sliail  di  n  lluit  iiour, 
That  maiiit'e.^ts  the  Suvioui's  pouer, 


4  A.-leep  in  Jesns  !  oh.  for  me 
May  .-iieli  ahii>sful  iotV,'.:i>  lie! 
Seciiri-ly  sliall  niv  a-hes  li.-. 
And  uait  the  summons  l;om  on  liigh, 


Eemem'ber  I^e. 


ASA  HULL,  by  per. 


1.   A   •   i:is  !  and    did     my     Sa-viour  hieed  ?  And  did     my  sov"rHi'_;M  liie  ? 
ClK).   Help  m^,  dear  SHV-ioui',  thee     to    o«  n.    And  ev      er     faitidtil     1/e ; 


Wi'iild  he  de-vote      that     sa  -  creil  head    For  such       a  "  onii  as     I? 
And  w  hen  ihou  sit-test     on     tliy  tiirone.  Dear  Lord,  nnirnilier     me. 


^3-111 
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Peacefully  Rest. 


WILLIAM  BATCHELDER,  BKADBITRY. 
From  "Golden  Chain,"  by  per. 


^■ 


gS: 


1.     An-oth-er    fleetiiif^    day   is  gone  ;  Slow  o'er  tlie  west  the  shadows  rise  ; 

1      I  -I  I      1         --I 


Swift  tliesoft-stealiii"  boms  liave  fiowii.  And  iii<rlit'sdaik  mantle  va'lstlie skies. 


pp 

-as 


tzlSjiSj: 


-(5«-'  -I*-* 


] 


Peacefully  rest,  Peacefully  rest.  Rest  till  the  niomingr,  Peacefully  resi . 


■^    -i9- 


^^f^'-t^'- 


iii^gill 


2  Another  fleeting  day  is  ,£jone  ; 

In  solemn  silence  rest,  my  sonl ! 
Bow  down  before  His  awl'nl  throne, 
Who  bids  the  morn  and  evening  roll. 

3  Soon  shall  a  darkernight  descend. 

And  vail  from  me  yon  azure  skies  ; 
And  soon  shall  death's  oppressive  hand 
Lie  heavy  on  these  languid  eyes.     Cho. 

4  Yet  when  beneath  the  dreadful  shade, 

I  lay  my  weary  frame  to  rest, 
That  night  shall  not  make  me  afraid  ; 
That  bed  the  dying  Saviour  pressed. 


Cho. 


Cho. 


5  Again  emerging  from  the  nieht, 
I.  like  my  risen  Lord  shall  rise  ; 
Again  drink  in  the  morning  light. 

Pure  at  its  fount  above  the  skies.     Cho, 


The  Dear  Ones  all  at  Home.       115 


Rov.  H.  BONAR. 


Wm.  B.  BRADBnilY,by  per. 
From  "  Grolden  Shower." 


4^' 


:g^i 


f — »- 


mn 


:fc 


1.  Beyond      the    smiling  and  the  weeping,      I      shall    be  soon  ;  Beyond  the 


waking  and  tlie  sleeping,  Beyond  the  sowing  and  the  re.aping,  I  shall  be   soon. 


I.ove,  rest,  and  home  !  Sweet,  sweet  home  I  0  how  sweet  it  will  be  there  to  meet  The 


^—^ 


S> — t5>-r^' — I 


v-^'^L^^-#-^ 


.p      p      ^_^ 


■    s 


2f7. 


V  V  V  V  "^ 
2  Bevoiid  tlie  risiin:'  and  the  settiii";. 


J        1    '*l^|i' Tl     r5<'y"'i<i  t''^'  ^'iiliiiiiig  and  tlie  fretting, 
r-gZL^'    aL^I^-.U     ijevond  renienibering  and  forgetting, 

e.      at   home. 


^^1^-4^ 


I  sliuli  be  soiiii. 
Love,  rest,  and  liomo  ! 
Sweet,  sweet  lionie  ! 
:  O  liow  sweet  it  will  be  there  to  nieet 
The  dear  ones  all  at  home.  :)| 


3  Beyond  tlie  parting  and  the  meeting,    4  Beyond  the  frost-chain  and  the  fever, 


I  shall  be  soon  : 


I  shall  be  soon  ; 


Beyond  the  farewell  and  the  greeting,       Beyond  tlie  rock-waste  and  the  river, 


Beyond  the  pulse's  fever-beating, 
I  shall  be  soon. 
Love,  rest,  and  home  ! 
Sweet,  sweet  lionie  ! 


Beyond  the  ever  and  the  uever, 
I  shall  he  soon. 
Love,  lest,  an<l  home  I 
Sweet,  sweet  homo  I 


']:  O  how  sweet  it  will  be  there  to  meet  ||:  O  how  sweet  it  will  be  there  to  meet 
The  dear  oues  all  at  home.  :!i  The  dear  ones  all  at  home.  :|1 
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Heaven  is  my  Home. 


THOS.  R.  TAYLOR,  1834. 


-4r-tf^ 


sr-^—it 


Dr.  LOWELL  MASON". 


^^ 


I    ^   I'm  but  a  stranger  here, —  Heav'uisniyhonie  ;  ? 

^Eartliis    a  desert  drear,— Heav'ii  is  my  liome  ;  ^  Danger  and  sorrow  stand 


♦^   #■•  ••- 


Kouiidnie  on  ev  - 'ry   hand  ;  Heav'n  is  my  fatL-er-laiid, — Heav'n  isu'.y  home. 


2  What  tho'  the  tempest  rage? 

Heav'n  is  my  iiome; 
Short  is  my  pilgnmane, 

Heav'n  is  my  home  : 
Time's  Cold  and  wintry  blast 
Soon  will  be  over-])ast, 
I  shall  reach  liome  at  last, — 

Heav'n  is  my  home. 


3  There  at  my  Saviour's  side,- 

Heav'n  is  my  home; 
I  .»liall  be  glorified; — 

Heav'n  i.-<  my  home: 
There  are  tlie  good  and  blest, 
Those  I  love  most  and  best, 
Tliere,  too  I  soon  shall  rest, — 

Heav'n  is  njy  home! 


St.  Philip.  S.  M. 


JNO.  FA"WCETT.  1772. 


:fc 


m- 


z±^^=:gi 


-^ 


GEO.  KINaSLEY. 

\^ 


zr 


1.  Blest    be      the      tie      that    binds      Our  hearts  in     Christian      love ; 

2.  Be    -    fore    our     Father's  throne,     We    jioiir  our     ar  -  dent  jjrayers  i 


The    fel-lowsbip     of    kindred  minds      Is    liUe  to   that      a 

Our  fears,  ourhupes,  ouraimsareone, —  Our  coiiifi.it>and    our     cares. 


^^^m- 


f-f 


igz: 


-^—ft- 


F^=m 


Duane  Street.  L.  M. 
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JOHN  CENNICK,  1743. 


Rev.  GEO.  COLES. 


^&m^ 


1.  Je-sus,   my  all,  to  heav'ii  is  goiie,He,  whom  I    lixmyhopea  up-oii ; 


His     track  I   fee,  ami  I'll  pursue  The  iiai-row     way,  till  him    I  view. 


=13 


The  wav  the  ho  -ly  prophets  went, The  road  that  leads  from  banishmeut, 


The  Kind's  highway  of  ho-li-iiess.  ril  go,  for    all     liis     paths  are  peace. 


i:i.te§ 


^i:^ 


^   p   p 


t: 


o-*^ 


Hi— # 


^ 


2  This  is  the  way  I  long  have  sought, 
And  niourii'd  because  I  found  it  not ; 
My  grief  a  burden  long  has  been, 
Because  I  was  not  saved  from  sin. 
The  more  I  strove  against  its  power, 
I  felt  its  weight  and  guilt  the  more  ; 
Till  late  I  heard  my  Saviour  say, — 
Come  hither,  soul,  I  am  the  way. 


3  Lo!  glad  I  come;  and  thou. blest  Lamb, 
Shalt  take  me  to  thee,  as  I  am : 
Nothing  but  sin  have  I  to  give, — 
Nolhinir  hut  love  shall  I  receive. 
Then  will  I  tell  to  sinners  round, 
What  a  dear  Saviour  I  have  found; 
I'll  point  to  thy  re<leeniing  blood, 
Aud  say,— Behold  the  vay  to  God. 
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If  I  were  a  Voice. 


From  "  Song  Crown,"  by  per. 


ISAAC  BEVERLY  WOODBURY. 


1.  If       I    were  a  voice,  a  persuasive  voice.  That  could  travel  the  wide  wnrld 
•2.   If       I      were  a  voice,  a     cou  -  sol-icg  voice,  I'd  fly  on  the  wings  of  the 


:ti 


'^f^ 


t-4-~4- 


PiNo  OH  Org. 


-^-r^-? 


-A— 


jA 


.-t=5= 


#- 


^^--^ 


-N— N 


^^s^^riii 


through,  I  would  fly  on  the  beams  of  the  morning  light.  And  speak  to  men  with  a 
air;  The        homes    of  sorrow  and  guilt  I'd  seek, And  calm  and  truthful 


-<••-*  «- 


^==. 

m^- 


3^a 


--■K  ^ 


l^^il 


--T 


■*• . 


)5=y...- 


i£^-^i^^^^g^^g 


gentle  might,  And  tell  them  to  be    true.    I  would  fly.      1  would  fly      o  -  ver 
words  I'd  speak, To  save  thim  from  despair.  I  would" fly,  I  would  fly    o'ar  the 


-0-     -0-     -0-       -^  ^-0*-  ^    ' 


.'^^is^^zzz:-: 


-4r 


fe^ 


3 


1 


If  I  were  a  Voice. 
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1 ff-L* m — « L 


-N-N--N-N 


^^ 


— # — ' 


land  and  sea.  Wherev- er    a        hu  -  man  heart  mij;ht  be,  Tellini    a    tale  or 
crowded  town, And  drop,  like  the  happy  sunlight,  down  In  -to  the  hearts  of 


^■i^^M^^;^ 


singing  a  song  In  praise  of  the  right — in  blame  of  the  wrong,  I  would  fly, 
suffering   men, And  teach  them  to     look   up     a  -    gain  :  I  would  fly. 


I  would  flv,  I  would  fly. 
I  would  fly,  I  would  fly, 


I  would  fly,  I  would  fly  over  land  and  sea. 
I  would  fly,  I  would  fly  o'er  the  crowded  town. 


3  If  I  were  a  voice,  a  convincing  voice, 

I'd  travel  with  the  wind, 
And  wherever  I  saw  the  nations  lorn. 
By  warfare,  jealousy,  spite  or  scorn. 

Or  hatred  of  their  kind, 
I  would  fly.  I  would  fly  on  the  thunder  crash, 
And  into  their  blinded  bosoms  flash  : 
Then,  with  their  evil  thoughts  subdued, 
I'd  teach  them  Christian  brotherhood, 

I  would  fly.  I  would  tiy, 
1  would  fly  on  the  thunder  crash. 


4   If  1  were  a  voice,  an  immortal  voice, 

I  would  fly  the  earth  around  : 
And  wherever  man  to  hi.s  idols  bowed, 
I'd  publish  in  notes  both  long  and  loud 

The  Gospel's  joyful  sound. 
I  would  fly,  1  would  fly  on  the  wings  of  day, 
Proclaiming  peace  on  my  world-wide  way, 
Bidding  the  sa<ideni'd  earth  rejoice — 
If  I  were  a  voice,  an  immortal  voice, 

I  would  fly.  1  would  fly. 
I  would  fly  on  the  wings  of  day. 
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Winnowed  Hymns. 


Pilesgrove.  L.  M. 


1  O  tlioii,  to  wliose  all-searching  sijflit 
The  darkness  shineth  as  the  liyht, 
Search,  jirova  my  heai-l,  it  jiants  Tor  tlieo 
O  bnrst  these  bonds,  and  set  it  free. 

2  Wash  out  its  stains,  refine  its  dross; 
Nail  my  affections  to  the  cross; 
Hallow  eacli  thought;  let  .-ill  within 
Be  clean,  as  tliou,  my  Lord,  art  clean. 

3  If  in  this  darksome  wild  I  stray, 
Be  thou  my  light,  be  thou  my  way : 
No  foes,  no  vio:ence  I  fear. 

No  fraud,  while  thou,  my  God,  art  near. 

4  Wlien  risinfT  floods  my  soul  o'eiHow, 
When  sinks  my  heart  in  waves  of  woe, 
Jesus,  thy  timely  aid  impart. 

And  raise  my  head,  and  cheer  my  heart. 


Windham. 


L.  M. 


\^- 


i 


1  Show  pity.  Lord,  O  Lord,  forgive; 
Let  a  rejirntini?  rebel  live. 

Are  not  thy  mercies  larjre  and  free? 
May  not  a  sinner  trust  in  thee? 

2  My  crimes  are  great,  but  don't  surpass 
The  power  and  glory  of  thy  grace; 
Great  tioil,  thy  nature  hath  no  bound — 
So  let  thy  pard'ning  love  be  found. 

8  O  wash  iny  soul  from  every  sin. 
And  make  my  guilty  conscience  clean; 
Here  on  my  heart  the  burden  lies. 
And  past  offences  pain  my  eyes. 

4  My  lips  with  shame  my  sins  confess. 
Against  thy  law,  against  thy  grace; 
l.oril.  should  thy  juilgiuents  grow  severe, 
1  am  condeniu'ti.  Out  thou  art  ch-.ar. 


Uxbridge. 


I..  M. 


1  Lord.  I  am  thine,  entirely  tliine, 
I'urchased  and  saved  by  blood  divine; 
With  full  consent  thine  I  would  be, 
And  own  thy  sov'reign  right  in  me. 

2  Grant  one  poor  sinner  more  a  placu 
Among  the  children  of  thy  grace; 

A  wr.tchiil  sinner,  lost  to  God, 
But  ransnmVl  by  Immauuers  blood. 


3  Thine  would  I  live,  thine  would  I  die; 
Be  thine  through  all  eterjiity ; 

The  vow  is  past  beyond  re])eal, 
*An<l  now  I  set  the  solemn  seal. 

4  Here,  at  that  cross  where  flows  the  blood 
That  bought  my  guilty  soul  for  God, 
Thee,  my  new  Master,  now  I  call, 

And  consecrate  to  thee  my  all. 


Forrest. 


L.  M. 


1  ()  th.at  my  lo.ad  of  sin  were  gone; 
O  that  I  could  at  last  submit 

At  .Tesus'  feet  to  lay  it  down — 
To  lay  my  soul  at  Jesus'  feet. 

2  Kest  for  my  soul  I  long  to  find: 
Saviour  of  all,  if  mine  thou  art, 

Give  me  thy  meek  and  lowly  mind. 
And  stamp  thine  image  on  my  heart. 

3  Break  off  the  yoke  of  inbred  sin. 
And  fully  set  my  spirit  free; 

I  cannot  rest  till  pure  witliin — 
Till  I  am  wholly  lost  in  thee. 

4  Fain  would  I  learn  of  thee,  my  God; 
Thy  light  and  en.sy  burden  prove; 

The  (rross  all  stain'd  witli  hallow'd  blood, 
The  labor  of  thy  dying  love. 

Missionary  Chant.     L.  M. 


1  Ye  Christian  heralds,  go  jiroclaiiu 

Salvation  in  Immanuel's  name; 
To  distant  chines  the  tidings  bear. 
And  jilant  the  rose  of  Sharon  there. 

2  He'll  shield  you  with  a  wall  of  fire, 
With  holy  ze.al  your  hearts  insjiire. 
Bid  raging  winds  their  fury  cease. 
And  calm  the  savage  breast  to  peace. 

3  And  when  our  labors  all  are  o'er. 
Then  shall  we  meet  to  part  no  more — 
Meet  with  the  blood-bonght  throng  to  fall. 
And  crown  the  Saviour  Lord  of  all. 


Sessions. 


li.  M. 


1  I  thirst,  thou  wounded  Lamb  of  God, 
To  wash  me  in  thy  cleansing  hlood; 
'I'o  dwell  witliin  thy  wounds;  then  Jjain 
Is  sweet,  »nd  life  or  death  is  gain. 
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9  Take  iny  poor  henrt.  and  let  it  be 
Forever  closed  to  all  but  thee ; 
Setil  tliou  my  breast,  and  let  me  wear 
That  pledge  of  love  forever  there. 

S  How  blest  are  they  who  istlll  abide 
Close  shelterM  in  thy  bleeding  side! 
Who  thence  their  life  and  strength  derive, 
And  by  thee  move,  and  in  thee  live. 

4  What  are  our  works  but  sin  and  death, 
Till  thou  thy  quick'ninjr  Spirit  breathe? 
Thou  giv'st  the  power  thy  grace  to  move; 
O  wondrous  grace!  O  boundless  love! 


Northfield. 


CM. 


s 


3C7Z: 


1  O  for  a  thousand  tongues,  to  sing 
My  great  Kedcenier's  praise; 

The  glories  of  my  (iod  and  King, 
The  triumphs  of  his  grace. 

2  My  gracious  Master,  and  my  God, 
Assist  me  to  i)roclaim — 

To  sjiread,  through  nil  the  earth  abroad, 
The  honors  of  thy  name. 

3  Jesus! — the  Name  that  charms  our  fears 
That  bids  our  sorrows  cease; 

'Tis  music  in  the  sinner's  chis. 
'Tis  life,  and  health,  and  peace. 

4  lie  breaks  the  jiower  of  eancel'd  sin, 
He  set.s  the  pris'ner  free: 

His  blood  can  make  the  foulest  c!#.tn; 
His  blood  avai'M  for  me. 


Ocronation. 


O  M. 


1  All  hail  the  power  of  Jesus"  name! 
Let  angels  prostrate  fall ; 

Bring  forth  the  royal  diadem, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

2  Ye  cliosen  seed  of  Israel's  race. 
Ye  ransom'd  from  the  fall. 

Hail  him  who  saves  you  by  his  grace, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

8  Sinners,  whose  love  can  ne'er  forget 
The  wormwood  and  the  gall. 

Go,  spread  your  trophies  at  his  feet, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

4  Let  every  kindred,  every  tribe, 

On  this  terrestrial  hall.  " 
To  liim  all  in.ajesty  ascribe, 

And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 


Azmon. 


CM. 


1  O  for  a  closer  walk  with  God — 
A  calm  and  heavenly  frame; 

A  light  to  shine  upon  the  road 
Th.at  leads  me  to  the  Lamb. 

2  Wliere  is  the  blessedness  I  knew 
When  first  I  saw  the  Lord '? 

Where  is  the  soul-refreshing  view 
Of  Jesus  and  his  word  ? 

3  What  peaceful  hours  I  once  enjoy'i 
How  sweet  their  mem'ry  still! 

But  they  have  left  an  aching  void 
The  world  can  never  fill. 

4  Keturn.  O  holy  Dove,  return, 
!^weet  messenger  of  rest: 

I  hate  the  .sins  that  made  thee  mourn, 
And  drove  thee  from  rav  breast. 


Stephens. 


CM. 


1  O  for  a  heart  to  praise  my  God, 
A  heart  from  sin  set  free : 

A  heart  that  alway.s  feels  thy  blood, 
So  freely  spilt  for  me ; 

2  A  heart  resign'd.  submissive,  meek. 
My  great  Iledeemer's  throne; 

Where  only  Christ  is  heard  to  speak — 
Where  Jesus  reigns  alone. 

3  O  for  a  low!y,  contrite  heart, 
Believing,  true,  and  clean  ; 

Whicn  neither  life  nor  death  can  part 
From  Him  that  dwells  within  ; 

4  A  heart  in  every  thought  reaew'J, 
And  full  of  love  divine; 

Perft?ct.  anil  right,  and  pure,  and  good, 
A  copy,  Lord,  of  thine. 


Evan. 


CM. 


=ir=lT^ii±:;T-— 


1  In  mercy.  Lord,  remember  me. 
Through  all  the  hours  of  night. 

And  grant  to  me  most  graciously 
Tlie  safeguard  of  thy  might. 

2  With  cheerful  heart  I  close  mine  eyes, 
Since  thou  wilt  not  remove; 

O,  in  the  morning  let  mc  rise 
Ki  joiciug  in  thy  love. 
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3  Or,  if  this  nig-ht  should  prove  my  last. 
And  end  my  transient  days; 

Lord,  take  me  to  thy  promised  rest, 
Where  I  may  sing;  thy  i>raise. 


Avon. 


CM. 


1  .Jesus,  thine  all-victorious  love 
Shed  in  my  heart  abroad: 

Then  shall  my  tVet  no  longer  rove, 
Hooted  and  iix"d  in  God. 

2  O  that  in  me  the  sacred  fire 
Mig'ht  now  be^in  to  glow; 

Burn  up  the  dross  of  base  desire. 
And  make  the  mountains  flow. 

3  O  that  it  now  from  heaven  might  fall, 
And  all  my  sins  consume: 

Come,  Holy  Ghost,  for  thee  I  call ; 
Spirit  of  burning,  come. 

4  Refining  fire,  go  through  my  heart; 
Illuminate  my  soul ; 

Scatter  thy  life  through  every  part, 
And  sanctify  the  whole. 


Ortonville. 


O.  M. 


1  Once  more,  my  soul,  the  rising  day 
Salutes  thy  waking  eyes; 

Once  more,  my  voice,  thy  tribute  pay 
To  Him  that  rules  the  skios. 

2  Night  unto  night  his  name  repe.ats. 
The  day  renews  the  sound': 

Wide  ns  tlie  heavens  on  which  he  sits, 
To  turn  the  seasons  round. 

8  'Tis  he  supports  my  mortal  frame; 

My  tongue  shall  spiak  his  praise; 
My  sins  might  rouse  his  wratli  to  flame, 

But  yet  his  wrath  delays. 

4  O  God,  let  all  my  hours  bo  thine. 

Whilst  I  enjoy  the  light; 
Then  shall  my  sun  in  smiles  decline. 

And  bring  a  peaceful  nig-ht. 


n 

Heber. 

C.  M. 

M-~T^ 

ht-tn  -jj 

:^=^£-H 

W^^ 

'■^^  J- 

-*^=*=^1 

1  Come,  hnmVile  sinner,  in  whose  breast 
A  thousand  thoughts  resolve. 

Come,  with  your  guilt  and  fear  oppress'd, 
And  make  this  last  resolve: 


2  I'll  go  to  Jesus,  though  my  sin 
Like  mountiiins  round  me  close; 

I  know  his  courts,  I'll  enter  in. 
Whatever  may  oi)pose. 

3  Prostrate  I'll  lie  before  his  throne, 
.\nd  there  my  guilt  confess; 

I'll  tell  him,  I'm  a  wretch  undone 
Without  his  sov'reign  gi-ace. 

4  Perhaps  he  will  admit  my  plea, 
Perhaps  will  liear  my  prayer; 

But,  if  I  perish,  I  will  pray. 
And  perish  only  there. 

5  I  can  but  perish  if  I  go — 
I  am  resolved  to  try  ; 

For  if  I  stay  away,  I  "know 
1  must  forever  die. 


Varina.      O.  M.  D. 


1  There  is  a  land  of  pure  delight. 
Where  saints  immoital  reign; 

Infinite  d;iy  e.\cludes  the  night, 

And  pleasures  banish  pain. 
There  everlasting  spring  abides. 

And  never-with'ring  flowers : 
Death,  like  a  narrow  se.a,  divides 

This  heavenly  land  fi-om  ours. 

2  Sweet  fields  beyond  the  swelling  flood 
Stand  dress'd  in  living  green  ; 

So  to  the  Jews  old  Canaan  stood. 

While  Jordan  roU'd  between. 
Could  we  but  climb  where  Moses  stood. 

And  view  the  landscape  o'er. 
Not  Jordan's  stream,  nor  death's  cold  flood, 

Should  fright  us  from  the  shore. 


Gerar. 


S.  M. 


1  Give  to  the  winds  thy  fears ; 
Hope,  and  be  undismay'd; 

God  hears  thy  sighs  and  counts  thy  tears; 
God  shall  lift  up  thy  head. 

2  Through  waves,  and  clouds,  and  storms. 
He  gently  dears  thy  way; 

Wait  thou  his  time,  so  sb.ill  this  night 
Soon  end  in  joyous  day. 

3  Still  heavy  is  thy  heart? 
Still  sink  thy  spirits  down? 

Cast  oft'  the  weight— let  fear  depart. 
And  every  care  be  gone. 

4  What  though  thou  rulest  not; 
Yet  heaven,  and  earth,  and  hell. 

Proclaim;  Gml  sittctli  on  the  throne, 
And  ruletb  aU  things  well. 
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Kentucky. 


S.  M. 


ll^gEg 


1  A  charge  to  koep  I  hav«^, 
A  God  to  glorify ; 

A  nevordying  soul  to  save, 
And  fit  it  for  the  sky. 

2  To  serve  the  preseiit  age, 
My  calling  to  fulfill— 

O  may  it  all  my  powers  engage, 
To  do  my  Master's  will. 

3  Arm  me  with  ji'alous  care. 
As  in  thy  sight  to  Uve, 

And  O,  thy  servant,  Lord,  prepare, 
A  strict  .account  to  give. 

4  Help  me  to  watch  and  pray. 
And  on  thyself  rely. 

Assure<l.  if  I  my  trust  betray, 
I  shall  forever  die. 


Shirland. 


S.  M. 


1  Come,  ye  that  love  the  Loni, 
And  let  your  joys  be  known ; 

Join  in  a  song  with  sweet  .accord 
While  ye  surround  his  throne. 

2  Let  those  refuse  to  sing 
Who  never  knew  our  God  ; 

But  servants  of  the  heavenly  King 
May  speak  their  joj's  abroad. 

8  The  God  that  rules  on  high. 

That  all  the  earth  surveys, 
That  rides  iipon  the  stormy  sky, 

And  calms  tlie  roaring  seas; 

4  This  awful  God  is  ours, 

Our  Father  and  our  Love; 
He  will  send  down  his  heavenly  powers 

To  carry  us  above. 


JBoylston. 


S.  M. 


^-^ 


-jSil 


1  And  can  I  v»t  delay 

My  little  all  to  give? 
To  teflr  my  soul  from  earth  away 

For  Jesus  to  [■.•eeive? 


2  Nay,  but  I  yifJd,  I  yield; 
I  can  hold  out  no  more: 

I  sink,  by  dying  love  compeU'd, 
And  own  thee  conqueror. 

3  Though  late,  I  all  forsake ; 
My  friends,  my  all,  resign : 

Gracious  Kedeeiner,  take,  O  take, 
And  seal  me  ever  thine. 

4  Come,  and  possess  me  whole, 
Nor  hence  again  remove ; 

Settle  and  fix  my  wav'ring  soul 
With  all  thy  weight  of  iove. 


State  Street.       S.  M. 


.^lEe=f 


^ 


ZH 


1  Mv  God,  my  life,  my  love. 
To  thee,  to  thee  I  call : 

1  cannot  live,  if  thou  remove, 
For  thou  art  all  in  all. 

2  Thy  shining  gi-ace  can  cheer 
This  dungeon  where  I  dwell: 

'Tis  paradise  when  thou  art  here; 
If  tiiou  dei  art,  'tis  iiell. 

8  The  smilings  of  thy  face. 

How  amiable  they  are! 
'Tis  heaven  to  rest  in  thine  euibraco, 

And  nowhere  else  but  there. 

4  To  thee,  and  thee  .-ilonc. 
The  angels  owe  their  bliss; 

They  sit  around  thy  gracious  throne. 
And  dw«ll  where  Je«us  is. 


Thatcher. 


S.  M. 


gSi 


1  Thou  very-present  aid 
In  suff "nhg  and  distres.s; 

The  mind  which  still  on  thee  is  stay'cl 
Is  kept  in  perleet  peace. 

2  The  soil!  by  faith  reclined 
On  the  Redeem er's  breast, 

'Mid  raging  storms,  e.xults  t«  find 
An  everlasting  rest. 

3  Sorrow  and  fear  are  gone. 
Whene'er  thy  face  appears; 

It  stills  the  sighing  orphan's  moaa, 
And  dries  the  widow's  tears. 

4  It  hallows  every  cross; 
It  sweetly  comforts  me; 

Makes  me  forget  my  every  loss, 
And  find  mv  all  iii  thee. 
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Supplication.     L.  M.     G  lines. 


1  Tliou  hidflen  Source  of  calm  repose, 
Tliou  all-sufficient  Love  divine. 

My  hol|)  and  refuge  from  my  foes, 
Secure  I  am  while  thou  art  mine: 

And  lo!  from  sin,  and  frrief,  and  sbam«, 

1  hide  me,  Jesus,  in  thy  name. 

2  Thy  mighty  name  salvation  is, 
And  kei'ps  my  happy  soul  above: 

Comfort  it  liriiiL's.  and  power,  and  peace, 

And  joy,  and  everlasting  love: 
To  me,  with  thy  great  name,  are  given 
Pai-don,  and  holiness,  and  heaven. 


Carmarthen. 


H.  M. 


1  Let  earth  and  heaven  agree, 
Angels  and  men  be  join'd, 

To  celebrate!  ■vvilh  me 

'I'he  Saviour  of  mankind  : 
T'  adore  the  all-atoning  Lamb. 
And  bless  the  sound  of  Jesus'  name. 

2  Jesus '  transporting  sound  ! 
The  .joy  of  earth  and  heaven ; 

No  other  helj)  is  found. 

No  other  name  is  given. 
By  which  we  can  salvation  have; 
But  Jesus  came  the  world  to  save. 

3  .Tesus !  harmonious  name ! 
It  charms  the  host  above ; 

They  evermore  proclaim. 

And  wondw  at,  liis  love: 
'Tis  all  their  ha|)piness  to  gaze — 
Tis  heaven  to  see  our  Jesus"  lace. 

Pleyel's  Hymn.  Is. 


iZl 


-r^-'^ 


1  Depth  of  mercy!  can  there  be 
Mercy  still  reserved  for  me? 
Can  my  God  his  wrath  forbear? 
Me,  the  chief  of  sinners,  spare? 

2  I  have  long  withstood  his  grace; 
Long  provoked  him  to  his  face ; 
Would  not  hearken  to  his  calls  ; 
Grieved  him  by  a  thousand  falls. 

3  Now  incline  me  to  repent; 
Let  me  now  my  sins  lament; 
Now  my  foul  revolt  deplore. 
Weep,  believe,  and  sin  no  more. 


4  Kindled  his  relentings  are; 
Me  he  now  delights  to  spare; 
Cries,  How  shall  I  give  thee  up?— 
Lets  the  lifted  thunder  drop. 


Prayer. 


1  Prince  of  peace,  control  my  will ; 
Bid  this  struggling  heart  be  still ; 
Bid  my  fears  and  doubtings  cease — 
Hush  my  spirit  into  peace. 

2  Thou  hast  bouglit  me  with  thy  blood, 
Open'd  wide  the  gate  to  God: 

Peace  I  ask — but  peace  must  be. 
Lord,  in  being  one  with  thee. 

8  May  thy  will,  not  mine,  be  done; 
M.ay  thy  will  and  mine  be  one: 
Chase  these  doubtings  from  my  heart; 
Now  thy  perfect  peace  impart. 

4  S,aviour !  at  thy  feet  I  fall ; 
Thou  my  life,  my  God.  my  all ! 
Let  thy  happy  servant  be 
One  for  eveiiiiore  with  thee! 


Toplady.     Ts,  6  liues. 

=:di 


1  liock  of  .ages,  cleft  for  me. 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  thee; 
Let  the  water  and  the  blood. 

From  thy  wounded  side  which  flow'd. 

Be  of  sin  the  double  cure — 

Save  from  wrath  and  make  me  pure. 

2  Could  my  tears  forever  How, 
Could  my  zeal  no  languor  know, 
These  for  sin  could  not  atone ; 
Thou  must  save,  and  thou  alone: 
In  my  liand  no  price  I  bring; 
Simply  to  the  cross  I  cling. 

3  While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath, 
When  my  eyes  shall  close  in  death, 
■When  I  rise  to  worlds  unknown. 
And  behold  thee  on  thy  throne, 
liock  of  ages,  cleft  for  me. 

Let  me  hide  myself  in  thee. 

Oron.      Is,  G  lines. 


m 


HZ 
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1  By  thy  birth,  and  by  thy  tears  ; 
By  thy  human  griefs  and  fears ; 
By  thy  ccinllict  in  the  hour 
Oi'the  sulitle  tempters  jiower — 
Saviour,  look  with  pitying  eye; 
Saviour,  help  me,  or  1  die. 
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2  By  tho  tenderness  that  wept 
O'er  tlie  grave  where  Laz'rus  slept; 
By  the  bitter  tears  that  flow'd 
Over  Salem's  lost  abode — 
Saviour,  look  with  pitying-  eye; 
Saviour,  help  me,  or  I  die. 

8  By  thy  lonely  hour  of  prayer; 
By  the  fearful  conflict  there ; 
By  thy  cross  and  dyinsr  cries ; 
By  thy  one  great  sacrifice  — 
Saviour,  look  with  pitying  eye ; 
Saviour,  help  me,  or  1  die. 


Martyn. 

7  s,  double. 

\j      }      M~*               1                            1 

JL.  ^  '•      '    _i 

1 

/ml'  r.    rJ    4    r/      , 

1^     m    /rj 

V-  l/    4                          # 

1  Jesus,  lover  of  my  soul. 
Let  me  to  thy  bosom  fly. 

While  the  nearer  waters  roll. 

While  the  tempest  still  's  high; 
Hide  mo,  O  my  Saviour,  hide, 

Till  the  storm  of  life  is  past ; 
Safe  into  the  haven  guide, 

O  receive  my  Soul  at  last. 

2  Other  refuge  have  I  none; 
Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  thee : 

Leave.  O  leave  me  not  alone ; 

Still  su|)port  and  comfort  me: 
All  my  trust  on  thee  is  stay'd ; 

All  my  help  from  thee  I  bring; 
Cover  my  defenceless  lie.id 

With  the  shadow  of  thy  wing. 


Bethzuiy. 


6s  &  4s. 


G- 


^^^ 


1  Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 

Nearer  to  thee ! 
E'en  though  it  be  a  cross 

That  raiseth  me. 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be. 
Nearer,  my  God.  to  tliee, 

Nearer  to  thee! 

2  Though  like  a  wanderer, 

The  sun  gone  down. 
Darkness  comes  over  me. 

My  rest  a  stt)ne ; 
Yet  in  my  dreams  I'd  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 

Nearer  to  thee  I 

3  There  let  my  way  appear 

Steps  unto  heaven; 
All  that  thou  sendest  me 

In  mercy  given ; 
Angels  to  beckon  me 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 

Nearer  to  thee ! 


4  Or.  if  on  .joyful  wing. 
Cleaving  the  sky. 

Sun.  moon,  and  stars  forgot, 
Ui)ward  I  fly. 

Still  all  my  song  shall  be. 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 
Nearer  to  thee ! 


New  Haven.    6s  &  48. 


1  My  foith  looks  up  to  theo, 
Thou  Lamb  of  Calvary: 

Saviour  divine. 
Now  hear  me  while  I  pray; 
Take  all  my  guilt  away; 
O  let  me,  fruin  this  day. 

Be  wholly  thine. 

2  May  thy  rich  grace  impart 
Strength  "to  my  faintiiig  heart; 

My  zeal  insi)ire; 
As  thou  hast  died  for  me, 
O  m.-vy  my  love  to  thee 
Pure,  warm,  and  changeless  be— 

A  living  fire. 


*  The  Convert.     12s  &  9s. 


1  O  how  happy  are  they 
Who  the  Saviour  obey. 

And  have  laid  u])  their  "treasures  above; 

Tongue  can  never  express 

The  sweet  comfort  and  peace 
Of  a  soul  in  its  earliest  love. 

2  That  sweet  comfort  was  mine. 
When  the  favor  divine 

1  received  through  the  blood  of  the  Laiub; 

When  my  heart  first  believed. 

What  ajoy  1  received — 
What  a  heaven  in  Jesus'  name? 

3  'Twas  a  heaven  below 
My  Redeemer  to  know. 

And  the  angels  could  do  nothing  more 

Than  to  fall  at  his  feet, 

And  the  story  repeat. 
And  the  Lover  of  sinners  adore. 

4  Jepus,  all  the  day  long. 
Was  my  joy  and  1113'  song: 

O  that  allhissalvation  might  see; 

He  hath  loved  me,  I  cried. 

He  hath  suiTer'd  and  died, 
To  redeem  even  rebels  like  me. 

*  Or.  "  Home  of  the  Soul,"  V^?fi  "8. 
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